SHARKS 


Killers or Cowards 


A Magazine Devoted fo the Underwater Worlc 





cfuring... 
CWER DIVER 


ARK ATTACKS 





His breathing’s ‘‘engineered’”’ by the world experts! 


If it “breathes like a breeze’—it’s a Northill! 


When you take to the depths with a Northill Air-Lung, 
your breathing is scientifically “engineered” by the world’s 
foremost experts in air and pressure controls. 

Associated with Northill in The Garrett Corporation is 
AiResearch — the pioneer and leader in aircraft pressuriz- 
ing, pneumatic controls, airflow regulators, etc. Their 
compressed air facilities, their laboratories and their spe- 
cialized skills are unsurpassed. 

In designing the Northill Air-Lung they have provided 
the underwater sportsman with the most advanced 
improvements in ‘SCUBA"* construction to date. Below 
are a few of the outstanding advantages the Northill 
Air-Lung offers: 


Precision-built regulator: The regulator has the sim- 
plicity of a single stage unit, but its performance is supe- 
rior to all other present-day regulators, two-stage or 
single. Breathes easier, any depth, any position — than 
any other unit. 


Rugged construction: Every part of the Northill Air- 
Lung is strong and durable — no flimsy components. 


*SCUBA: Self-Contained Underwater Breathing Apparatus 
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Safety features: A foolproof regulator valve, a depth- 
compensated reserve air valve and a quick release harness 
make the Northill Air-Lung the world’s safest unit. 


Shut-off mouthpiece valve: Design prevents flood- 
ing and removes the need for non-return valves. 


Ease of maintenance: The Air-Lung can be completely 
cleaned and put together again in ten minutes with only a 
screwdriver. No calibration is necessary. 


Designed by the world leader 
in air pressure controls 


Used and approved by the U.S. Navy. 
Northill Air-Lungs are sold only through authorized jobber- 


dealer channels — dealer and jobber inquiries invited. 


Watch for new underwater products 
coming soon 


Write for free sixteen page brochure 


Northill Company, Inc. 


9225 South Aviation Bivd., Los Angeles 45, Calif. 


A subsidiary of THE CORPORATION 
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The underwater camera, flash lamp, 
and sonar that was used by a National 
Geogr: phic Expedition to photograph the 
hotton. of the Mediterranean during the 
past simmer is shown. 

The equipment was designed by Pro- 
fessor Harold E. Edgerton, extreme right, 
above, at the Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology. Robert Edgerton accompan- 
ied his father to Marseille, France, where 
the expedition started on the Calypso 
under command of Cmdt. J. Y. Cousteau. 

The 800 picture camera in a cylindrical 
sainless steel tube was designed and test- 
ed for a pressure of 17,000 pounds per 
quare inch, which corresponds to the 
pressure at the bottom of the deepest 
wean (some 35,000 feet deep). However, 
ihe deepest spot in the Mediterranean 
vas only about half that depth. 

An electronic flash lamp was housed in 
mother cylindrical container, together 
vith an Edo sonar transmitter, which 
produced sudden pulses at a regular rate. 
in instrument at the surface was able 
io determine the camera-bottom distance 
by measuring the time between the direct 
ignal and a reflected signal from the 
hottom. 

Recent photographs were made at sev- 
eal depths, including two lowerings to 
shout 13,000 feet. Shrimps and small 
fish were photographed at these depths. 














Seems there is an amusing Japanese 





algae called a marimo that liberates oxy- 






zen and floats to the surface, whereupon 





lhe bubbles detach themselves and the 





marimo sinks back to the bottom for 





nother trip. These amusing “pets” are 





lreasured by their owners and appar- 





ently their bouncing activities are much 








lun to watch. Another example of this 
same type of relaxation oscillation can 
be observed if a grapefruit seed is 
thrown in a carbonated beverage or if 
tertain types of mothballs are thrown 
t'aslightly acid liquid. (from the “Sea- 
larer’” ) 








Guard against diving with a doubtful air 
supply . . . stop guessing how much air 
you have left underwater . . . 
surface swims back with heavy, empty 
tanks. Install this new submersible, shock- 
proofed, NEOPRENE ENCASED | air 
gauge on your SCUBA and get more sport 
with safety out of your dives. 

These gauges are now being used by 
over 1000 lung divers from the Red Sea to 
the waters off Japan. Developed by lung 


1453 REVERE AVENUE, 


NEW UNDERWATER AIR GAUGE 
makes lung diving SAFER! 


NOW, with MAR-MAC’s new SeAir Gauge, you can 
see how much air you have in your tank before you 
dive and at any time during your dive! 





avoid tiring, 


BUY FROM YOUR DEALER OR DIRECT (POSTPAID ) 


MAR-MAC INDUSTRIES 


HAYWARD, 









divers for you so you can know when 
you've reached your “point of return” for 
proper decompression and safe return un- 
derwater to your “point of entry.” 

Easily installed. Insert “O” ring assem- 
bly between medical valve and regulator, 
replacing Teflon washer. Saves cost of re- 
serve valve on spare bottles. Dealer in- 
quiries invited — write for more informa- 
tion. ONLY $24.95. Unconditionally guar- 


anteed for one year from date of purchase. 


CALIFORNIA 
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MARCH COVER 


He flies through the water with the greatest of ease—this 
underwater pilot—say 30 feet below—cruising along under the 
propulsion of power of a flying machine turning a curious world 
of fish into an audience of awe. A welcoming cavern greets him 
with confidence, his finger tip control assuring him of his de- 
scent, ascent, banks, rolls and turns at will. What fun—a pilot 
fish hanging onto the tail of a Manta Ray—and safe! 

—Photo by Peter Stackpole. 
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editorial. - . 


**Xarifa Safari” is operating out of Port Sudan on the Red 
Sea during the winter months. Dr. Hans Hass writes that the Gulf 
of Suez is a bit chilly at this time of year. Several safaris have 
been completed, they have visited the areas around Sh: idwan, 
Gubal, Haschisch Island and Shark Bay, also the virgin waters 
of Ras Mohamed. Presently the Xarifa is visiting the Suakin and 
Mohamed Ghul regions and they find excellent weather an: clear 
water. Many sizable fish are seen and thousands of pictures haye 
been made. The big highlight of these concentrated trips in the 
Red Sea was the finding of three sunken ships, two of whi-h are 
about sixty years old. One of them lies in shallow and clear water 
and is entirely overgrown with coral—a photographers «light, 
Another of the wrecks, the location is a secret, is covered bs pear! 
oysters. Prices have been reduced for the winter trips and \ isitors 
are being accepted from one to four weeks. 


The March issue of your magazine contains much abow 
sharks and a little of what is known about their habits. | you 
have anything to add to this sea creatures biography, write to us, 


Also contained in the March issue is the first of a se: ies of 
chapters from “The Compleat Goggler”. We are sure that y.-u will 
enjoy each word of this first book on spearfishing and unde: water 
hunting, so be sure to keep your subscription active. Tel: your 
friends about it too. The book is out of print and practica'iy un. 
available, all the more reason to read each chapter and say your 
copy of the magazine each month for the duration of the -eries, 


The 1956 California Hobby Show, March 16-25, Shri: e Ex. 
position Hall, Los Angeles, just announced confirmed plas for 
the presentation of the famous Navy Dept. skin diving exhib::. The 
colorful 20’ exhibit is one of the most unique. It presen’s the 
major types of diving accidents which may now confront practic. 
ing physicians in many areas. The exhibit graphically pertrays 
the etiology and usual circumstances of these accidents. their 
proper management and the physicians role in prevention o/ such 
accidents. This exhibit is from the Experimental Diving L nit at 
the U. S. Naval Gun Factory in Washington, D.C. 


Sponsoring bids are open for the 1956 Senior Women’s 
Underwater Spearfishing Championships to be held in the late 
summer. This is something new and should prove to be exciting, 
There is very little difference in the temporary rules, the big point 
being that there will be two girls on each team instead of three. 
Bids are to be submitted to Kate Miller, 3001 Stanford St.. Venice, 
California. Minimum is $1200. 

Serge A. Birn, 614 So. Fifth Street. Louisville 2. Kentucky. 
has been appointed National Chairman of the A.A.U. Underwater 
Spearfishing and Skin Diving Committee. Our congratulations and 
best wishes go to Mr. Birn. We are sure that he will do a very 
capable and thorough job in handling the underwater competitions 
this year. “Skin Diver’. as in the past. will be very happy to pub- 
licize and cooperate with the Committee. look for regional an- 
nouncements here in the near future. 
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Letters 


Power Diver 
By Peter Stackpole 
Sharks—Killers or Cowards 
By Norman Scott 
Hawaii's Mr. Skin Diver 
By Ray Ewing 
Winter Underwater 
270 Feet by Barbara Jacobs 
By Ed Townsend 
Shark Attacks 
By Jim Oetzel 


California Sharks 
By J. B. Phillips 


“The Compleat Goggler’’—Chapters One G Two 
By Guy Gilpatric 


Action Album 


Physics and Psychology of Diving 
By Dr. Wm. T. Burns 


Let’‘s Have FACTS 
By George Satness 


Divers’ Bulletin Board 





AA A. A) AL A a a 


AAR, 
a4 of ot oe 


Vy 


if) 


i 


— AAAS 


- 










7 Seek a & end ee a ee 


the Red 
he Gulf 
ris have 
hadwan, 


k 
ne 
me 


‘4 


He 
el 
"2 
aN 
e 
ri 
la 
ib 
en 
p 
pe 
ts. 


| OF 


l 


We 


the late 
ex: 
pig point 


of 


. Venice, 


entucky. 


de 
iO 
o 


petitions 


yt 


+H, 1956 


waters 


o pub- 
ional an- 


$$ 


n and 
clear 
s have 
n the 
h are 
water 
light. 
pearl 
sitors 


about 
f you 
fo us, 


ies of 
u will 
water 
your 
YY un- 
your 
eries, 


e Ex. 
s for 
. The 
s the 
actic- 
rtrays 
their 
such 
nit at 


AMA AMA AANA AN MY 


Va 


ymen’s 
iting. 


three. 


rwater 
ns and 
a swery 








|p fatter NAIR 


PATE ME 
















































\ tragge Ty Now with the world-famous HOPE-PAGE non-return 
valve as standard equipment! Greatest value ever! 





: THE FINEST 
nest ee EASIEST-TO-USE 
WATER TROUBLE-FREE 
SPORTS! SELF-CONTAINED 
UNDERWATER BREATHING 
APPARATUS IN THE 
WORLD! 


The new improved 1956 Divair is 
years ahead of all other SCUBA units 
—has these incomparable features: 


® True demand type Regulator—breathing is 
effortless—quickest—yet air supply lasts long- 
est. You get air only when you want it and 
need it—none wasted! Follows normal human 
breathing principle. 
® Safe—efficient! Only 6 moving parts!— 
Simplicity of design guarantees longest 
trouble free service! 
HEALTHWAYS AMAZING ONE YEAR @ New guaranteed non-corrosive high im- 
pact impre ted fibreglass maincasting eli- 
DIVAIR REGULATOR WARRANTY aceite Uisiiae aiat aannellii ai coammeiaia 


minates forever any possibility of corrosion 


AND LIFETIME SERVICE POLICY or electrolysis! Finest materials—rugged 


heavy construction throughout! 
One year factory warranty guarantees that the Divair is tops in © Now comes complete with the new im- 
workmanship and materials! Lifetime service policy provides that proved famous Hope-Page non-return mouth- 
the Divair Regulator may be returned at any time after Warranty piece! A slight exhalation clears all water in 
Period for complete overhaul, renewing and replacement of all an instant! 
parts where necessary—total cost $5.00, plus an additional manu- ¢ New high pressure block and valve seat 
facturer’s cost of $1.00 per hose if replacement is necessary or assembly. Positively prevents air leakage! 
requested! No other manufacturer backs their product with a ¢ Exclusive built-in air reserve—no separate 
comparable warranty and service! air reserve valves necessary! Reserve is fac- 
tory set to give 6 to 15 minutes positive re- 


ao 1601 $ 50 CAT. No $ 95 serve air supply—is casily adjusted if desired! 
; © New air reserve design permits optional 
eee = operation with finger tip lever or standard 


fir Receree Complete easy-to-reach pull rod! 


—? 





e All Divair fittings are standard including 
valve! Divair regulator is sold separately, 
complete with built-in air reserve unit—can 
be used on your own tank. 
© Tested, tried and proven for begin- 
ners and experts alike—the new Di- 
vair has been put through every pos- 
sible grueling test and come through 
with flying colors! 


*Sold separately—sensational 
new retail price—$7.95! R 


won. ane ' DEALER & JOBBER 
t Tt INQUIRIES 
E SOLICITED! 


ALTHWAYS 





cae 


- A... re. 
HEALTHWAYS... WORLD'S FINEST, MOST COMPLETE LINE OF WATER SPORTS AND SPORTS DIVING EQUIPMENT! "S wacennen -* 
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SKIN DIVING SUIT 


MANUFACTURED BY BEAVER OF LA JOLLA ae 






2 xe 


»~ 


Onum 














Oe re $74.95 . in | + 
S9HD, full suit, Heavy Duty............... 98.95 ; 
rr 49.95 

45S Shorty, short sleeves, with hood......... 44.95 ae / 4a 
W350 Marina Shorty, no hood, short sleeves... 34.95 isa f mask 
JOHD Shorty, Heavy Duty, with Hood........ 64.95 : a. 
40P pants, Heavy Duty...............006. 33.95 , _ 
OD Cv ckge xe weno tneseneenieeees 24.95 ie 
IS 5. 215: be Goat Wedrwik hb ee wee ae ae elf 
ES ore b woo eNOS PRET OKR KEN CRE HOD ON gh 
Arr ers eee eee ee ee a 

Ps 22 ot eh rhe bay ek esep eh eens as 
EK3 Edco Beaver full suit Kit.............. 39.95 

ED4 Edco Beaver full suit Kit, Heavy Duty. .... 54.95 

EK1 Edco Beaver Shorty Kit................ 29.95 

EK2 Edco Beaver Pants Kit................ 19.95 

E18 Neoprene sheet, 38° x 116”........... 29.95 . 
ESR Seam reinforcement 12” x 36” ......... P 


S oz. Cans Edco Glue... cc cicesvccccces 


Men’‘s Sizes: 

Weight 100-120 Ibs., Small Marina 
Weight 120-140 Ibs., Medium Marina 
Weight 140-160 Ibs., Small 


Weight 160-185 Ibs., Medium os 

Weight 185-225 Ibs., Large a 

nu 

Women’s Sizes: Marina Suits _ 
Small—Dress size 10-14, 110 to 135 Ibs 

Medium—Dress size 16-20, 140 to 160 Ibs. B 

, ' , N 

All suits and kits come in 5 sizes. Special order suits made for A 











an additional charge of $5.00. Ww 
Al 

SE 

Dealers in California, Write Dealers outside California, Write By 
BEAVER OF LA JOLLA Engineering Development Corp. Tr 

P. O. Box 348, La Jolla, California 305 American Trust Building = 

Tel. GL. 4-5141 Berkeley 4, California bm 
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Letters 











Dear Editor: 


| noticed that your magazine is being 
picked up more and more often by pa- 
tients in my waiting 
room, a_ tribute to 
vou covers. As | 
often recommend 
swimming to 
strengthen weak 
backs [ find it easier 
to generate enthusi- 
asm after they have 
looked through the 
“Skin Diver.” 

I do not believe 
there are more than 
a dozen or soSCUBA 
mits n Ottawa but snorkels, flippers, and 
mask: are becoming common. Our three 
rivers Ottawa, Rideau and Gatineau, are 
not t-o clear, but there are hundreds of 
good lakes within 40 miles. We. start 
them voung too, as you can see. Kerry 
Frase: does not find the lung any trouble 
inde: the water and has defended him 
elf against his first bass at age nine 
Guns are only used for self defense here. 


H. W. Keenan, D.C. 
Ottawa, Canada 





Dear Sir: 


I am a very enthusiastic follower in 
skin diving and in the summer a very 
active follower. However, I seem to be 
playing a lone hand, none of my friends 
seem to hold the same interest as I for 
our noble sport and T haven’t been able 
to locate any clubs here in Washington 
or nearby. 

I would like to know if you would 
be so kind as to send me some informa- 
tion on the subject. I especially would 
like to know if there is a club in or 
around D. C. If not some others with a 
plight such as mine so we could sort of 
band together. 

Could you please tell me a good way 
to store fins and masks out of season, 
last year I ruined a good pair of fins 
through incorrect storage. 

George A. Kerrick 


1231 Madison St., Hyattsville, Maryland 


Dear Sir: 


I am enclosing some literature de 
scribing game fish research projects be 
ing conducted by the Marine Laboratory. 
One of these pro‘ects is an economic sur 
vey of game fishing in Florida. As part 
of this survey, | would like to obtain an 
estimate of the amount of money which 
spearfishing brings into the State. One 
wav of doing this would be to ask mem- 
bers of spearfishing clubs to fill in ques 
tionnaires asking for particulars about 


their fishing activities. 

Could you send me an up to date list 
of the Florida spearfishing clubs and their 
mailing addresses. I would be grateful 
if you would bring the program to the 
attention of your Florida readers and ask 
them to contact us if they would like 
to assist in this program. 


Bob Ellis 

Research Instructor 

Marine Lab., Univ. of Miami 
439 Anastasia Avenue 

Coral Gables 34, Florida 


Dear Editor: 

Being an underwater enthusiast | feel 
I must write to you to say how much I 
enjoy your excellent magazine, obtain- 
able all too seldom here in England. 

Although British waters are a lot colder 
than your states, more and more people 
are taking up the sport and several clubs 
have been formed, especially here in the 
South. 

I am very keen to start a correspond- 
ence with an underwater follower of 
about my own age (16). If an American 
boy will write to me, I shall be pleased 
to reply. 


Peter J. Inch 

“Hayes” 

West Hill, Wadebridge 
Cornwall, England 





UNDERWATER BOOK SHELF 











Book +3... 


SKIN DIVING AND EXPLORING 
UNDERWATER 


By JOHN SWEENEY 


176 pages, 8 illustrations 


In this handy manual you’re told exactly, what 
systems, practices, precautions, and techniques 
the sport of skin diving demands. The author ex- 
plains how to use flippers, snorkel, and face mask 
for simple dives, and gives complete instructions 
on using the Aqua-Lung and more advanced 
equipment—plus signals divers and their tenders 
rely on for communication 





Book +4... 


An authentic 
factual book for 
junior skin divers 


DIVING FOR SCIENCE 
By LYNN POOLE 


Here is a different book on diving — one which 
not only discusses diving for individual informa- 
tion and fun, but also diving as an important type 
of scientific research. The book discusses the 
very latest findings in the fields of underwater 
mineral and oil deposits, exploration of sea caves 
and caverns, charting of fish migration and fish 











feeding, utilization of ocean products as food and 
in manufacture, and salvage of long-lost sunken 
treasure. Just $2.75. 


This new 
photograph 
their activities and the sights under the sea. All 


sy Dimitri Rebikoff and Paul Cherney 
guide for skin divers who want to 


Just $3.50 


Use Coupon Below When Ordering! 


the latest information on equipment and tech 
niques of submarine photography and movie mak 
ing. Well illustrated. $1.95 postpaid. 





SKIN DIVER ] BOOK #1, $1.95 
Book #2 [) BOOK #2, $12.50 
NEW THRILLS ons cpg [] BOOK #3, $3.50 

ox nwoo allt. 1 BOOK #4, $2.7 

AWAIT YOU , BY ' $2.75 
WITH Make all checks payable to ‘Skin Diver’’; payment must accompany order. 
AMERICAN 
SEASHELLS NAME 
By ¢ y 
R. Tucker Abbott ADDRESS 


This beautiful big book, 541 pages plus 80 pages 
of color and black plates, paintings and drawings 
covers definitive identifications of some 1500 
varieties on Atlantic, Pacific and Gulf Coast 
shores. A big $12.50 value. 





CITY and STATE 
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Introducing... 


POWER DIVER 


Ginger Stanley of Silver Springs, Florida, effortlessly 


glides 
through the water behind one of the early models. 


By PETER STACKPOLE, designer 


4n underwater ‘flyer’ makes a sharp left turn with the Power 
Diver. Beautiful water is again at Silver Springs. 


It must have been a rather strange sight one morning when 
several yardmen at the Jenkins boatyard on the Five Mile River 
near Darien, Conn. noticed a swimmer traveling along the sur- 
face at a pretty good clip, but neither kicking his flippers nor 
moving his arms. They stopped working for a couple of minutes 
to walk around the yachts and watch the swimmer as hv grew 
smaller towards the mouth of the dirty river. Had the water been 
clear they might have understood a bit more about his ‘otive 
power, but they learned enough during the swimmer’s return 
trip because the man they saw was putting the second model 
of a new device through it’s paces. He surfaced it revealing 
it’s ray-like wings, checked his compass bearing and river ‘rafhe. 
then planed under without moving a muscle. 

Wearing only a mask, snorkel and flippers anyone knew that 
he wouldn’t be under long. In such murky water while doing 
two and one half knots over a mud bottom the prospect of hitting 
something wasn't a pleasant prospect so he planed up while 
watching his depth gauge and the brownish water change to a 
shimmery yellow light near the surface. It so happened that his 
compass stuck and he surfaced way off course behind a row of 
boats which unknowingly he had passed under hiding him from 
his viewers. His friend on the boat dock was trying to gauge the 
distance of the dive—150 ft.—200 ft. on one breath? Well, he 
never paced it off and it wasn’t a good test anyway because the 
swimmer surfaced sooner than he had to due to the poor wisibil- 
ity and the stuck compass. 

The test in other respects was quite successful for model 
No. 2 proved even better than model No. | that such a device 
would surely take it’s place along with other underwater equip- 
ment presently in use. In fact it hecame evident that here was a 
device that will increase the scope of most underwater activity. 

Was it really a new idea? Not at all. It’s predecessors were 
mostly deadly machines designed to get one or two men out 
to an enemy’s warship where they'd attach a limpet mine then 
try to get away unnoticed. Some were known as “pighoats’ 
and one of them successfully sunk a British battleship within 
sight of Gibraltar during World War II. 

All such ideas stem from the invention of the submarine and 
it’s torpedos. Most of them were heavy and costly and had to 
be so to do the desperate job they were intended for. The wat 
ended in Europe and men like Cousteau and Gagnan at last got a 
chance to apply their cooped up thought to their invention the 
Aqua-Lung, which as we know today had the greatest <ingl 
influence on popularizing underwater sport as we now know it 

While underwater sportsmen everywhere are searching the 
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pply and how far can he travel. 

Kick at a steady pace for even a minute and note the quicken- 
gof the breath. You're taking air a bit faster. Try it a bit 
Meeper say at 33-feet. You aren't conscious of it but you're using 
ice ‘he volume of each breath that you took at the surface. 
try double and triple tanks to increase your underwater 
ime. }ut sacrifice a bit of speed and run the danger of exceed- 
gycur “bottom time” if you are operating below two atmos- 
re: of pressure or 35-ft. 

There are thoroughly researched tables pertaining to “bottom 
ime” learned sometimes the hard way by Navy divers. but 
these should be the bible of every SCUBA diver. This is old 
duff to the advanced skin diver, but it’s on a par with another 
danger known as “overexertion” and of course the danger of 
‘ir embolism”. It now looks as though man has about reached 
his uiderwater limitations physically. But what of overexer- 
ion? This is an individual problem and one that is partially 
verc ome by experience. 

Several times a week the class of the Navy Underwater 
Swimmer’s School at Key West can be observed swimming the 
mderwater mile. Careful records are taken of each student's 
unk pressure before the swim. lL pon returning to the school 
aother record is taken of air pressure left in the tank. Some 
nen require vastly more air than others even though they swam 
the same distance in approximately the same time. Without 
wine into the physiological reasons for this an important fact 
ow presents itself. If a man didn’t have to exert himself as 
uch he’d need less air and could therefore stay under longer 
na smaller tank. All he'd need was a simple device on which to 
wok a ride when he wanted to travel. He could travel farther. 
avigate better and maintain a given depth without much exer- 
tion. He could “park it” on the bottom when he had work to do 
and ride it back to his base on the surface when he was through. 
The first model of the Power Diver went through five weeks 
[testing in the Florida Kevs. It was a crude version of the pres- 
mt sportsman’s model. but it served nobly to prove that a small 
wrtable unit could be built at a fairly low cost. Testing it 
rought several unexpected matters to the attention of it’s de- 
igner. Had anyone ever thought about “underwater flying” 
fore? Yes, the rider got all sensations of flying and banking 
wound turns like some ridiculous dream of hanging onto the 
ack of a model plane. Note: (Flying terminology is used dur- 
ng the handling of the Navy's fastest submarine. the Albacore. 
hich also banks around turns underwater). Some of those 
sho tested the Power Diver caught onto the feeling of banking 
and turning on their first dive. Others were downright awkard, 
jut nevertheless managed to manuever it. 

Beginners can explore from the surface and practice shallow 
dives without breathing aparatus. It cannot get away from the 
operator as the power automatically turns off when hands are 
released. It becomes a safety device on the surface giving the 
Wimmer something buoyant to hang onto when he desires it 
lo have positive buovancy. The batteries are chargeable and 
heir duration depends on whether they are of the lead type or 
tickel-cadmium., the latter giving over an hour of performance. 
Its designer predicts that starting this summer those who 
tave used it will begin wondering what they’ve been doing 
swimming all those years. An advanced model was shown at 
the N. Y. Boat Show and it is being built by Link Aviation of 
Binshamton, New York and Bludworth Marine of New York 


City will be distributing agents. = 





gan bottom and lake bottoms for a new adventure made pos- 
» by their SCUBA gear a vigorous training is going on at 
th places as Key West. Little Creek, Va.. San Diego. and the 
irgin Islands by the U.S. Navy teaching men the art of of- 
sive and defensive underwater technics. Few of their devices 
underwater propulsion can be described because they are 
gigned for specific uses of a rest ricted nature. but all “fathom 
pen” have a very real common problem whether they are UDT 
igen or underwater sportsmen. How long can he last on his air 





Capt. Hugh Brown of Whale Harbor, Florida. testing the first 
model of the underwater Power Diver. He is cruising just over 
a mile and a half an hour. 





Designer Peter Stackpole executes a fast turn to prove manuever- 
ability on surface. Rowayton, Conn. Most of the underwater 
propulsion units have been designed for Naval use. 





Tests have been completed and above we see the finished factory 
model, The Power Diver weighs 1¥%-lbs. underwater and approx- 
imately 50-lbs. topside. It is 20 inches wide and 40 inches long 
overall, made of pressurized fibre-glass. Contains a rechargeable 
storage battery. Peter Stackpole photos. 
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Photo by Har. Hass 


“It takes a lot of patience to get man and shark into the same picture.”—Dr. Hans Hass. 


Sovereign of the Seven Seas... 


Sharks-- 


Though you're not likely to encounter 
one at close range very often (and if you 
do let it be stated at once that the safest 
and sanest mode of attack is a quick and 
inconspicuous retreat) knowing some of 
the highlights about this the most talked- 
about of fish is virtually a must if you’ve 
a liking for poking about underneath 
with spear or camera . . . they might 
even save your life. And upon second 
thought, the likelihood of meeting one is 
not as remote as it first seems. for the 
shark has been known to encoach and in- 
vade every shore area and harbor the 
world over. Dr. Eugenie Clark, a profes- 
sional ichthyologist. relates of an Arab 
who standing in only a few feet of water 
of the Red Sea was viciously attacked by 
a hammerhead. 


Moreover the shark is scattered and as 
far-flung throughout the seven seas as 
much or more so than any other fish, in- 
digenous to climate and locality only in 
type. No other fish has inspired so much 
awe, legend, superstition and fear . . . he 
is the only one, to the author’s knowl- 
edge, who has been glorified and paid 
tribute to as a god. ‘No other fish has 
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Killers or Coward. 


By NORMAN SCOTT 


been as maligned and little understood. 
Even ichthyology has a very limited 
knowledge of the behavior and psychol- 
ogy of every species of shark, owing in 
part to his abnormal behavior when re- 
moved from his natural environment and. 
in part. to the difficulty of capturing and 
housing every variety. 

For example, how would you go about 
housing and making a forty-foot basking 
shark feel at home and “natural” in a 
tank? Here at random are some of the 
precious few established facts about the 
truly “king of the deep.” Facts that. if 
nothing else, will help you determine 
when to reach for your underwater cam- 
era or prayer book when you see one. 
And ultimately facts that should (unless 
you're particularly adventuresome and 
not a little moronic) convince you that 
the proper way to greet a shark is with 
a vanishing posterior. 


If the shark should file a priority claim 
to the seven seas no one nor no thing has 
better right. For he has been swim- 
ming about and breeding in them for 
actual millions and millions of years. His 
genealogy stretches deep deep into the 


pre-historic reaches of the Palaezoic 
period. Paleontologists (fossil readers) 
tell us that they were first among the ver- 
tebrate to live on the face of the globe. 
And, very interesting to note. right on up 
to this very moment the shark, except for 
a few minor mutations. has remained in- 
tact and unchanged entoto. 


He (the whale shark) is the largest fish 
in the sea, the whale proper, it must be 
remembered, is a mammal. The whale 
shark ranges anywhere from thirty to 
fifty feet in length. Oddly enough this 
biggest of the shark family is the most 
harmless and docile looking with its cow- 
ish bulk. toothless mouth, and _ nostrils, 
contrary to the norm for sharks, at the 
end of the snout instead of far back from 
the tip. 

The shark’s diet? Plankton (the mi 
nute animal life that teems in the ocean) 
fish and marine vegetation — in short. he 
is omnivorous. Will eat anything when 
hungry. His predilection and favorite 
dish, however, is meat. The more rej lete 
and soaked with blood the better. Yes. 
the shark is a carnivore. Although there 
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gill a hot controversy raging between 
yologists and amateurs alike as to 
her or not every type partakes of we 
mans, due no doubt, to the insuffi- 
mey of guinea pigs. 

We do know with a degree of certainty 
— via ichthyology and numerous tragic 

ishaps — that the hammerhead, tiger 

d mako (all prevalent in the Red Sea, 

the way) are lethal as far as we are 
wncerned. The hammerhead holds the 

giversal title of kingpin of the man- 
ers. If you’re interested, and you 
pull be even if you don’t go into the 
te: any deeper than waist high, the 
nmerhead is very easy to identify with 
is small eyes located on the ends of 
peu! ar laternal extensions on its head. 
They never grow larger than thirteen 
feet, ncidentally. 

Arother interesting revelation regard- 
ing Mr. Shark’s gastronomical affinities 
isthat he prefers white meat to meat of 
adarker hue . . . this gives our darker 
rot! ers a pronounced natural advan- 
tage. A shark will sometimes spend hours 
aifiag and studying with his narrow 


crafty eyes a glob of dark meat before 
deciding to dig in. Another good reason 
for acquiring as deep and complete a tan 
as possible. Dark swimming attire isn’t 
a bad idea either. The explanation for 
this bit of fussiness is twofold; though 
the shark is not blind, as is sometimes 
erroneously believed, his vision is poor 
and white meat is undoubtedly easier for 
him to see. Also the darker and larger 
the meat, the more apt is the shark to 
mistake it for a potential enemy fish. 

Any white or gleaming object, inci- 
dentally, excites the shark’s curiosity to 
a point of irresistability. Pacific Island- 
ers, when desirous of sport or shark’s fin 
soup, will cast an aspersion of white 
paper over a shark infested area and al- 
most immediately evoke one or a bevy of 
sharks scurrying to the scene, their red 
crescent mouths greedily held open, their 
powerful tails expectantly lashing left to 
right, right to left. 

One more aspect about his diet; like 
most fish, he is a cannibal. At the first 
whiff of his fellow’s blood he literally 
goes beserk with voracious excitement 


and will not leave his victim, if he can- 
not swallow him — which he prefers to 
piecemeal biting — till every hunk has 
been torn into his cavernous mouth. 

Of all the aquatic predators, the shark 
is undisputably peerless. Hungry or just 
out of plain cussedness, he will attack 
anything and invariably win, irrespective 
of size whale and squid included. 
Paradoxically, though, he often attacks 
with no provocation, on other occasions 
you can do just about anything you 
please to him without incurring his 
anger. 

Skin divers and island natives fre- 
quently pull and yank his tail, even go 
so far as to mount him and hitch a ride. 
tickle his belly. without suffering his um- 
brage. Everything depends on the shark’s 
mood at the particular time. This pas- 
sivity and seeming indifference to his 
tormentors must never be interpreted as 
cowardice but rather, as already men- 
tioned, an indication of the shark’s capri- 
cious temperament. For there is no more 
fearless, rapacious savage in the water 


(Continued on Page 38) 


Dr. Hans Hass, scientist, photographer. author, with his wife Lottie and Leo Rohrer, his aid and spearman. The three expedition 
nen bers are about to drop off a coral reef in the Red Sea for one of their shark filming sequences which are synonymous with 


the many Hass safaris. 




















Hawaii’s Jack Ackerman with turtles, sharks and reef fishes taken off Kona, Hawaii. 


Jack Ackerman... 


Hawaits 
MR. SKIN DIVER 


By RAY EWING 


In 1937 as one of the few haole (non- 
Hawaiian) youngsters engaged in what 
was then primarily a native skill, using 
native haw-wood goggles and no fins, 
Jack and his buddy used to dive to 
about 55-feet to watch the big ulua 
(pompano) lolling in the security of 


12 — MARCH — SKIN DIVER 


their big caves. Little did he think that 
one day he would strap a bottle on his 
back and fight those giants in their own 
holes. 

Today, after 20 years of skin diving 
that has been interrupted only by war 
years spent in the infantry, Jack is 


probably the foremost skin diver jp 
the Pacific, undisputed authority on all 
that pertains to diving in the Hawaiian 
area. and world-famous for his ‘aring 
exploits as an undersea hunter. 


As a born outdoor man, inordinately 
fond of the sea, Jack has done just 
about everything there is to do in it, 
fishing. photography, hunting fr: n be. 
low. exploring. charting, scientii col- 
lecting, and the training of other- to do 
the same. It was natural that ‘n the 
course of such a career he shou! | pro- 
duce much from his experience. much 
in the way of information and now. 
how that would make the water sa +r for 
those who would come after. 


Starting with no equipment oth: than 
the hand-made goggles. Jack ha been 
among the first to try every item «skin 
diving equipment that we know  oday. 
He tried out the Aqua-Lung. an im orted 
model, two years before they wer ever 
available commercially in this co vntry. 
He has designed numerous pie s of 
equipment and holds several pate: s on 
underwater gear, and he has given _reely 
of his experience to guide other who 
were engaged in the developme \t of 
safer and more efficient equipmen: His 
writings on sharks. eels. and othe: cate- 
gories of marine life as encounter d by 
the skin diver have been includ d in 
several books on skin diving whicl: have 
been published by other authors. 


As a spearfisherman Jack is _ ustl 
famous, not alone for the size «' the 
game he has tackled and brought back 
successfully. but for his deadly accuracy 
which permits no cripple to stray and 
has landed him such fish as the record- 
breaking 127-pound ulua which was 
pictured on the cover of Skin Diver for 
August, 1953. His exploits have been 
written up in Max Jones’ Guide To Skin 
Diving and Underwater Spearfishing, 
and his catches have been pictured in 
many books and magazines. 

Jack receives correspondence [rom 
prominent skin divers around the world 
and was in close communication with 
the late Hope Root until just a few 
days before the latter’s death on 3 De- 
cember, 1953 while trying to set a new 
Scuba record near Miami. Hope loot. 
who wrote: “You have the reputation 
here in Miami of being one of the 
world’s outstanding divers,” asked many 
questions about Jack’s deep diving ex- 
periences and the effects of nitrogen 
narcosis. 

Having tried his hand briefly at «om- 
mercial fishing after the war, and one 
venture in shark fishing to get siark 
liver as a source of vitamin “A”, Jack 
has now settled down to making a living 
as a diver and free lance underv ater 
photographer. Now the owner of a on- 
siderable investment in diving and un- 
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jrwater photographic equipment, Jack 
gends almost all his time in the water 
yd is available for any kind of an as- 
jmment. He has been in the movies, 
ywing worked as double in making 
The Big Rainbow” for RKO. He has 
westled turtles on assignment for Hy 
Peskin (“Bring °em Up Alive,” Argosy), 
yd has appeared on numerous maga- 
fine covers and in national advertising. 
One of Jack’s most ambitious proj- 
«ts recently was the charting of the off- 
hore bottom all the way around Ha- 
yaii, the island chain’s “Big Island.” 
fhis job, which took he and his partner 
‘Sodi-” Jack Kabalis a year to com- 
ete. has given him a complete file on 
der vater scenery and conditions to 
lfill the requirements of any commer- 
dal assignment which might be handed 
him. Jack now knows just where to 
ind ia greatest numbers any particular 
ind of fish, shark, turtles, octopi, eels, 
de. |le can lead you directly to the best 
eds of coral, the underwater jungles, 
he n ountains or the deserts, the wrecks 
rth reefs of the ocean bottom as you 
nay lesire. 
It was in the course of this project 
that Jack discovered at 200-feet the 
wautiful tree coral which stands up to 
ive feet tall, comes in a great assortment 
feclors and had not been previously 
inown in these islands. He has harvested 
ifew of these for museums and for 
splay in Honolulu where they always 
tract a good deal of attention. 
As the hardest-working lung diver in 
he islands, Jack over-did it on his stint 
wound Hawaii; at the completion of 
hat task he found himself the victim 
fa terrible lassitude which he could 
nwt shake. He was finally found to be 
wfering from Diver’s Fatigue, a con- 
ition quite closely related to bends and 
ecuring as a result of failure to ob- 
erve decompression rules. Jack says he 
ways kept an extra charged lung for use 
nemergency decompression if he should 
wddenly get the bends, not expecting 
hem to sneak up on him in this fashion 
iter a year of not paying very close 
iltention to total time spent on the bot- 
om. He is anxious to spread the word 
m this experience, lest others who dive 
egularly may be tempted to take such 
hort-cuts which can have deadly and 
unpredictable results. 
Between commercial assignments Jack 
is always off to some new spot for more 
bictures and to gather specimens for 
museums. Rested up now from his “Div- 
e's Fatigue,” Jack at this moment is off 
na new adventure which promises to 
te as interesting as the other chapters 
of his fabulous career. After enough 
living in the past 20 years to last most 
versons a life-time, Jack is just starting. 
You'll hear lots more about his work 
during the next twenty! >= 








EXPERIENCE QUOTES 


By JACK ACKERMAN 





Sharks are a subject of universal in- 
terest and one of limited information 
known or published with finality. Scien- 
tifically speaking, there is much to learn 
regarding the habits and varied disposi- 
tions of the many species of shark. You 
may read articles and personal experi- 
ences of individual attention from all 
parts of the world but it is generally con- 
ceded that no particular study can con- 
form to the overall knowledge of such 
an erratic creature. This subject seems 
to have an exception to a general rule 
but. basically, I feel one can gain an 
understanding and realize what to expect 
of the shark in various circumstances. 

Sharks swim along in a rather slug- 
gish manner and are very cautious to 
the point of almost being a coward when 
they are not incited by the smell of fresh 
blood or detecting fish in trouble. In 
these two instances a diver should know 
the actual result to be expected. When 
carrying a speared fish on your spear 
or stringer, the diver will first notice a 
shark slowly swimming about him in 
a distance or else the diver will be slowly 
circled. This means that the shark has 
definitely smelled the blood or has _de- 
tected the vibrations sent out through 
the water by the struggle and fast beat- 
ing of fins by the wounded fish. 

Consequently. the shark is not going to 





leave the area. In fact, the shark is get- 
ting more excited each minute and will 
work his way in closer to the diver with 
each attempting sweep or circle. The 
diver is now in a position much the same 
as though he were teasing a dog. The 
shark will become bolder and_ braver 
and can become dangerous if the diver 
does not apply any common sense to this 
situation. 


First: we always use a stringer at least 
25 feet long so that in the event of the 
final assault etc. the shark is far enough 
away from the diver to make any mis- 
take in this tempting mouth full. Sec- 
ond: if the fish is on the diver’s spear, 
then it is wise for the diver to give up 
his speared fish. In areas it is 
daily routine to lose all of one’s speared- 
fish to this attacking maurader. 


some 


The only time we consider this pre- 
dicament to be dangerous is when the 
water is extremely dirty. In other words 
the shark is in the area and knows there 
is a potential meal but cannot see the 
exact location etc. Even in this precari- 
ous position we have had sharks swerve 
off just a few feet from us upon seeing 
that we were not fish. However. mistakes 
are inevitable and this is certainly not 
good judgment on the part of any 
diver, = 
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Peter Pinkas frigidly descends into the depths of Lake Titisee near 
Stuttgart, Germany. He is allowing the air trapped under his 
exposure suit to escape through a flutter valve mounted at the 
top of his hood. An old axe was the day’s catch. 
































WINTER 
UNDERWATER 


Vinton Pond, Mass.—Miss Virginia Stupak. 
in water (or ice), Virginia and her sisters. 
Mrs. James Beirn and Mrs. Gene Parker 
find that ice diving is no more uncom- 
fortable than regular summertime diving. 


Christmas Lake. Min- 
nesota, divers are 
Darrel Shipper, Al 
Tlam, Rod Winget 
and Bob Keagle. 18” 
ice, 32 degrees. 












Lake Winnebago. Wisconsin and water te..:per- 


ature of 34 degrees received Jim Girourd 
Flying Fins. Photo by Lee Williams. 


f the 





Peter Pinkas, Germany, prepares to enter 


the water on Schwarzwald creek. 


Peter 


and his companion were able to approach 


and pet the sleeping trout. 
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As fold by ED TOWNSEND 


( Holly wood. Florida) 


I {rst met Art and Barbara Jacobs of 
Indi:napolis. Indiana, this time a year 
ao while they were vacationing down 
here. They both took my underwater 
course and went out diving every day 
for tae remainder of their stay. The next 
time | met them was in the latter part 
of June and early July. This time they 
were accompanied by their two boys 
Don and Burt. We were not able to give 
the wo boys our complete checkouts, 
but we took them down on several oc- 
casins. We spent several days down on 
Key Largo. Also with this group was a 
ixteen foot cabin outboard cruiser. 
trailer, motor which Art and Barb had 
built themselves. during the winter. They 
rally have the bug. During this stay 
Bar|) had made dives to eighty feet and 
her husband had been down to 150-ft. 


Much conversation went on about 
living and of course that subject of 
depth records was conversed. Barbara 
elt quite confident that she could break 
the existing record for women and go to 
250 ft. We toyed with the idea and fig- 
wed that the next time they came to 
florida that we would give it a try. by 
tages that is. 


They picked a rather bad time to come 
down for the ocean was too rough and 
dirty the first ten days. Her first dive was 
made January 14th. After a little explor- 
ing around seventy feet we went out to 
deep water. There Barbara and I went 
down to 160 ft. She was a little fright- 
ened and a little cold at first. but was 
tager to go the next day. Sunday the 
sean roughed up again and Monday 


















we had another day of diving. Tuesday. 
Art. Barb. and I went out to take her 
down below the 200-ft. mark. The ocean 
Was very smooth. no wind and we were 
in the stream about two and one half 
miles off shore. We had 350-feet of line 
over the side and Barb and I went down 
as ‘ar as we felt like going. There I tied 
tknot in the line. Barb had a 180-ft. 


New Women’s Depth Record... 


270 FEET BY 
BARBARA JACOBS 


gauge on her arm and the arrow went 
way past the limit and was coming 
around again. 

We measured the line out to 230 feet 
plus. This was about 5 p.m. At this time 
we called local papers, etc. Some pic- 
tures were taken and we announced that 
on the morrow Barbara Jacobs would 
break the existing record. 

We waited inside the breakwater until 
12:10 p.m.. Wednesday, Jan. 18, 1956. 
Rendezvous time was 12:00 noon at the 
sea buoy outside of Port Everglades. 
Hollywood side. Tension was rising a 
little so we decided not to wait any long- 
er. So out we went. to about one mile 
East South East of the sea buoy or just 
under three miles off shore. The ocean 


had a slight chop and about an eight 
mile an hour wind out of the Southeast. 
The Gulf Stream was in fairly close to 
shore this date. The water was gin clear 
and 72 degrees plus. We waited at this 
spot giving the other boat a little more 
time and of course allowing the two 
landlubber photographers to get a little 
coverage. 


I then lowered four hundred feet of 
shot line with two fifteen lb. anchors 
attached: then | put our ManaRay Div- 
ing Board in the water to figure our 
drift. It was negligible. Less than twenty 
feet in five minutes. Barbara and I both 
wore 88-cu. ft. tanks with 2600-PSI in 
them. She wore contact lens, lung, mask. 
pressure gauge, belt with four lead 
weights, a waterproof diving watch, un- 
derwater pencil and slate, and a pair of 
flippers. 


Time to go—We just fell backwards 
over the gunwhale into the water. ad- 
justed our equipment and swam down 
ocean. Nelson Scale. safety man hovered 
over our bubbles for the duration of the 
dive to aid us in case we had to make a 
forced rise. We both descended quite 
rapidly going down about ten to twelve 
feet on an exhale. We would look at each 
other and wink encouragement and oc- 
casionally give the “Okay” sign. Four 


(Continued on Page 42) 
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Barbara Jacobs. new Scuba record holder. 
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SHARK 
ATTACKS 


By JIM OETZEL 








Jim O¢ctzel, airline steward, in reeent years has 
traveled extensively in the South Pacifie and has 
seen the underwater terrain around every landing 
strip he came to. Jim has been skin diving well 
and his shark research and 


over ten years now 


experiences well qualify him for “Shark Attacks”. 











Mako shark photographed at close range by Jordan Kline. 











The frontiers of the underwater spear. 
fishing world are expanding so rapidly 
that now there are very few areas w'hout 
an active group of individuals pu) suing 
the sport. As spearfishermen b: come 
more enthusiastic they increase the -ange 
of their activity, working farther from 
shore and safety, in deeper an: un. 
familiar waters. With this increase: ven. 
turousness, shark encounters are 
and more frequent. 


nore 


To cope with this threat Bill B  rada 
suggested the accumulation of sha < in- 
cidents, concluding (Skin Diver, \ -rch- 
April 1952) “If enough divers ive 
enough experiences we will hav. the 
facts we need.” The present articl: con- 
sists of a few reasonably credible hark 
attack accounts, plus some person: ex- 
periences in three years flying the > outh 
Pacific. 

WEST COAST 

All of us are familiar with the only 
known shark fatality involving a skin 
diver on the West Coast of the l ited 
States, the tragic episode that occ rred 
at Pacific Grove, California, Dece aber 
7, 1952 (Skin Diver, February, 1' 53), 
when a reported twelve foot white - iark 
attacked and killed a young diver + \im- 
ming with a friend. It is worth n ‘ting 
that in the rescue, accomplished by four 
members of the Sea Otters, the = vark 
was said to attack only when the swim- 
mers were not kicking with their feet. 
Also the shark ignored everyone bu! the 
original victim, although the swim ners 
were in the water thirty minutes i: ac- 
complishing the rescue. 

A detailed account of this attack is 
reported in the Pacific Science Maga- 
zine, January, 1954, by R. L. Bol 

In the California Fish and Game mag: 
azine. October, 1955, T. N. Fast gives an 
excellent account of a second attack in 
Monterey Bay at the same spot where 
the fatality had occured. Fortunately the 
diver received only minor scratches. los- 
ing several of his socks and one fin. and 
having his rubber suit torn. In this case 
the shark was identified almost positively 
as the white shark Carcharodon carchar- 
las. 

In the same issue, J. W. DeWitt has an 
account of an attack on a professional 
diver, John Adams, by a three foot leop- 
ard shark in Trinidad Bay, Humboldt 
County. Apparently Adam’s nose had 
been bleeding, attracting the shark. be- 
cause after hitting Adams on the side of 
the head it was observed biting the 
stream of bubbles from the diver’s 
“lung”. The shark made one more ass 
which was warded off, and disappeared. 

During the summer of 1955 at |:ast 
three swimmers reported shark bites off 
Venice and Malibu beaches. 

In November, 1955, an attempted at- 
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ick by a white shark was reported by 
la Jolla skin divers. 


HAW All 

A tragic coincidence occurred Decem- 
ber 2. 1952, in Hawaii, only four days 
before the fatal California attack, when 
me of the few recorded shark fatalities 
in the Islands occurred at Maili Beach, 
Qahu. In this case, four fishermen were 
in th: water setting fish nets a mile off 
shore. Suddenly a large grey shark, 
estimated at over 22 feet long. attacked 
me of the fishermen. ripping his left 
am. The second pass was apparently 
aime | at another fisherman attempting 
to help the victim, but missed. On its 
thirc pass. the shark severed the victim’s 
ipp-d arm. By this time, the others 
were able to get the man into the boat, 
but ':e died before reaching shore. This 
attac< “was the first known death di- 
rect!, caused by a shark in the memory 
of 1n0st islanders.” according to the 
Honolulu Advertiser. Dec. 4, 1952. 
Avother fatality occurred on July 27. 
195. at practically the same spot on 
Mai Beach, when a 15-year-old spear- 
fisherman died after being bitten on the 
left rm while 50 to 75 feet from shore. 
He was reported to have had a string of 
fish hanging on his belt. 

Several weeks before. on July 6, 1953, 
a fsherman was accidentally yanked 
werboard near Lehue, Kauai, into a 
sheol of aku (yellow fin tuna). A shark 
ma’e three passes at him, the first time 
grazing his foot. The second time the 
shark got his foot. but the man was able 
to shake loose. As he was being pulled 
aboard, the shark made its last 
jut the man’s companions were able to 
beat the shark off. 
\ll the recorded shark casualties oc- 
curring in the Hawaiian Islands were 


pass, 


e 
Three specimens of the Black Tippee 
therk taken off the island of Jabor, Mar- 
thells, by ichthyologists from the School 


of Tropical and Preventive Medicine. 


Photographer Don Ollis. 





summarized by Gordon Morse in the 
Honolulu Advertiser, August 9, 1953: 
In 67 years only one person was attacked 
by sharks while swimming for enjoy- 
ment. The 11 instances of shark bites 
since 1880 have been primarily cases of 
fishermen, and according to records. 
only four or five persons have died from 
shark attacks. 

More recently Philip C. Diez. a com- 
mercial fisherman. was attacked by a 
shark while hunting for turtles off the 
island of Molakai. According to his re- 
port. the water was crystal clear and all 
he remembers of the encounter 
movement on the surface. and my left 
hand had disappeared in a_ shark’s 
mouth”. He then hit the shark’s nose 
with his right fist. and the shark left. 
Diez says that he had not seen the shark 
come, nor did he see him leave. even 
though they were only a foot or two 
apart. He was amazed that the shark 
didn't try to jerk, pull. or twist while 
it had his arm in its mouth. In his ac- 
count in the Honolulu Star Bulletin, 
October 8. 1955. Diez unfortunately does 
not describe the size or type of shark. 


“was a 


A personal experience in Hawaiian 
waters illustrates the peculiarity of shark 
behavior. Val Valentine. his wife Lor- 
raine, and I were out at Hanauma Bay. 
Oahu. We had speared two parrot fish. 
one about five pounds. and the other one 
pound, and had towed them around for 
several hours in the deep water. Nothing 
happened until we reached the edge of 
the reef. While untangling the line from 
coral on the bottom. I first noticed over 
my shoulder a six to seven foot shark 
which continued to circle around. Leav- 
ing the fish behind. I joined Val and Lor- 
raine on the reef. We returned to the area 
in several minutes and discovered that 
the shark had severed the heavy cord. 
taking the small fish and leaving the 
larger fish behind, and was nowhere in 
sight. 

AUSTRALIA 

The Australian waters are notorious 
for the voraciousness of their sharks, yet 
spearfishermen had no serious attacks to 
report until February, 1953. However. 
there were several incidents in the last 
two years as reported in the Angler's 
Digest, Shooter's Monthly, April, 1953, 
in the Spearfishing column by Jim Fer- 
guson (p. 87): 


“Ron Ware...had a wobby (wob- 
begong—see picture on cover of SD. 
May 1953. Ed.) attack him from behind 
and fasten onto his foot. The fact that 
he was wearing thick leather boots, plus 
his ability in the water... enabled him 
to get ashore. He still can show you the 
scars.” 


“Alan Agnew, ...top line spearfisher- 
man...had a wobby fasten onto his 





Business end of 93 kg. shark speared by 
Oscar Sjod ... Angra dos Reis. Brazil. 
knee cap. The fact that it chose a bony 
spot where its teeth would not go in, 
enabled Alan to dislodge it by ramming 
his knife in its eve.” 

Another incident was described in the 
Spearfishing News. April. 1953 (p. 5): 

“Rex Gallagher at Shell Harbor (near 
Sidney. Ed.) had speared a 
which shook the spear and disappeared 
into a cave to be grabbed by a huge 
wobbegong. A\ hen Rex's head appeared 
in the cave...the wobbegong lunged 
forward and snapped like a dog. The 
teeth of the upper jaw tore Rex’s nose 
to shreds. and the lower teeth badly 
lacerated his throat. necessitating 60 
stitches to close the wounds.” 


groper, 


Wobbegongs have been considered to 
be relatively harmless until recently. In 
fact. I was out spearfishing with Don 
Linklater of Sidney while several. about 
six feet long. were milling about. Think- 
ing they were like the West Coast shovel- 
nose shark. harmless and without teeth, 
I didn’t pay much attention to them. 
They were obnoxious enough so that it 
was necessary to prod at them with my 
spear to keep them away. Don speared 
one. and when it was beached an on- 
looker decided to have a look at its 
mouth. It came to life and snapped at 
him, shearing the meat off several of his 
fingers. A respectful time later, I had 
a look at the inside of his mouth, and 
saw a mouthful of spike-like teeth. Had 
I known, I would never have playfully 
sparred with them in the water. 


The same month, according to Don, 
another Australian spearfisherman was 
(Continued on Page 18) 
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mauled by a tiger shark. but without too 


much damage. Unfortunately I don't 
have the details. 
T. C. Roughley’s fascinating book 


Wonders of the Great Barrier Reef (p. 
224) has a picture of a badly scarred 
Aborigine who had his head in a shark’s 
mouth and got away. 

The following information is from 
Ray Cooper, the secretary of the Under- 
water Spear Fisherman Association of 
New South Wales. Australia, regarding 
shark fatalities to skin that 
area: 

John Willis. age 13. was about 50 
yards from shore in about 12 feet of 
water when he was attacked by a shark. 
Later another shark joined in. John 
swam ashore where he was hauled out of 
the water unconscious. 

The second fatality was not known for 
certain to be attributable to sharks. Law- 


divers in 


rence Burns, 23, experienced spearfish- 
erman, was 300 yards from shore when 
he was noticed thrashing around. He 


from shore 
was never 


swam to about 100 vards 
when he 
again. 

Ray Cooper mentions another shark 
attack fatality involving a swimmer near 
the spot where John Willis was killed. 

Recently I received a letter from spear- 
fisherman John Brook of Adelaide. Aus- 
tralia, relating a shark episode: 


vanished and seen 
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“While 


( outside 


swiming at Point Lincoln 
Adelaide) an 11 foot white 
pointer made a rush at a woman swim- 
mer. so | shot at him with my gun. The 
light spear just bounced off his hide and 
sent him up into the air in a column of 
spray. 

“Twenty minutes later when I went 
out to retrieve my spear which had stuck 
under a rock, he made a fair dinkum 
I just leaped out onto the 
rocks as he left the water. People on the 
beach heard his jaws clack, then he fell 
in the 


rIJIAN ISLANDS 

In Fiji local skin divers have reported 
seeing sharks frequently, but they have 
never been seriously menaced by any of 
them. Tom French, a very enthusiastic 
local skin diver, recently reported a tug- 
of-war with an eight-footer, and the 
honors were even. He had speared a fish, 
and a shark, which he had noticed in the 
area, loomed up and grabbed the fish off 
the spear. While half the fish fell off to 
the bottom, the shark took off with his 
mouthful. Tom figured half a fish was 
better than none. dove down and re- 
trieved “his” half before leaving. 


rush at me. 


water.” 


While many stories are passed around 
of Fijians losing arms, or lives 
of sharks, I know of only one 


legs, 


because 


There is an account of 
a native Fijian getting mauled by a shark 
in Derrick’s Book of the Fiji Isiands 
(p. 159): 

“A Pacific liner... pulled away {rom 
the Suva wharf... The Fijian boys were 
diving for pennies thrown by the pas- 
sengers (when) a shark attacked one 

.. tearing at his arm...A Fijian po- 
liceman jumped to his assistance 
when the shark attacked again, seizing 
the victim’s other arm. This  ollicer 
fought him off by kicking ... (but) both 
(the victim’s) arms were amputated.” 


Here the shark continued to attack 
the original victim, and its behavior 
seems to be similar to that reported in 


recorded case. 


the Pacific Grove incident. I saw this 
Fijian in Suva last June. 
Bill Clark. an ardent skin diver at 


Korolevu. Fiji. told me a story wi! ich 
well illustrates the potential menace of 
sharks. While a herd of cattle were be- 
ing driven over a bridge, one of them 
fell off into the river. As it swam toward 
there was a commotion in the 
water. The water turned red, and _ the 
animal managed to get ashore, where it 
promptly died. It was estimated thet a 
hundred pounds were taken off by a 
shark in the one bite. which shesred 
most of the meat off the rear leg. 


shore. 






(ANTC 
Cante 
nthe le 
they jus 
nd the 
par 07 | 
he shat 
Dusty F 
me awe 
qamm Tr 
yorking 
lay, aS! 
werag it 
ame °C 
nanne-r 
diatel 
yater. A 
thuds at 
vhy the 
hoke: 
shout si 
ing O1t 
mtire W 
yhile. o 
feet OV 
badn’ | 
ime ef 
did t.ey 
arr’ x 
{ter ha 
bp the | 
shout. b 
ause th 
ihe COT 
Pai d 
way. ¢ 
vhich v 
Episo 
he pote 
Mark's 
emainil 
ailing 
meto a 
ward 
y oth 
nditio 
ind vici 
be ram’ 
yon m 


HAKE 

Wake 
Marks ¢ 
ter pe 
idual w 
h with 

Howe 
have s 
reef. an 
om rely 
me, On 
ef. jus 
just mis 
Near al 
har cs §s 
pate! hing 
brn: of | 
e dis 
bout th 
hon enti 












= 


RS 


sty 


K 

fe 

> ee 

ie 
. 

> 

3 


é 





\ 
ine 
unt of 
a shark 
Is inds 
\ rom 
s vere 
1€ pas- 
ac] one 
al po- 
o 
seizing 
oileer 
t) voth 
ated.” 
al ack 
shavior 
rted in 
w this 
iver at 
which 
ace of 
ere be- 
f them 
Lov urd 
in the 
nd the 
here it 
thet a 
by a 
he: red 


(ANTON ISLAND 

Canton Island abounds in sharks, both 
nthe lagoon and over the reef. However, 
hey just seem to cruise by, unconcerned, 
gd the local divers have no particular 
yar of them. In fact, they say the smaller 
he shark, the more obnoxious. Recently 
justy Rhodes used his camera to drive 
ne away. After a few days diving, last 
ammer, I got used to them, too. While 
yorking the edge of the outside reef, one 
ky, a school of ulua (trevally, crevally ) 
yeraging about fifteen pounds apiece. 
ame ‘oaring up to me in their typical 
nner. I hit one and started imme- 
jiatel’ over the reef toward shallow 
yater. About thirty feet in, I felt several 
iuds at the end of the line. Wondering 
shy the ulua was so rambunctious, | 
yoke: back to see half a dozen sharks, 
out six feet long, charging around tear- 
ing o'f chunks of the fish. I dropped the 
tire works and made for shore. Mean- 
vhile. one followed me in to about four 
ket o water. The funny thing was, there 
dn’ been a shark around for some 
ime »efore the fish was speared. Where 
id t.ey come from so fast? As R. R. 
arr: reports, they appeared like magic. 
\fter half an hour a group of us returned 
the area. Sharks were still milling 
out. but the spear gun was located be- 
ase the line had become entangled in 
he coral. The sharks had broken the 
aided nylon line in tearing the fish 
way. and took the spear shaft also, 
shich was never located. 

Episodes like these make one realize 
he potency and unpredictability of the 
Mark's behavior. I am convinced that 
remaining in an area with excited sharks 
tilling about constitutes a definite men- 
we to any diver’s safety, and attempting 
» ward them off to save a catch, or for 
ay other reason, is suicidal under these 
nditions. The savagery. ferocity, speed. 
md viciousness of a group of sharks on 
be rampage has been indelibly stamped 


I” my mind. 
JAKE ISLAND 


Wake Island has a reputation for 
Marks among the local spearfishermen. 
ter pole fishing on the reef, one indi- 
idual was bitten on the leg while wading 
a with a string of fish. 

However, during the last three years. 
lhave seen only about a dozen over the 
ef, and in most instances they swam 
kisurely by, paying no attention to any- 
ne. Once, | was working the edge of the 
ef. just below Peacock Point, and had 
just missed a fish. While untangling my 
Near and line, I noticed a couple of 
Maris swimming by. ignoring me. Still 
hatching these, I barely made out the 
im. of another in the haze beyond them. 
fhe distant shark apparently saw me 
bout the same time I saw him. He froze 
hon entarily, then made a beeline toward 












Jim Octzel, laft and diving friend Phil Nourse shown on a Mexico trip. Ocetzel has had 
many encounters with sharks during his travels. 


me, going like a bullet. With the top of 
the reef so close to me, a quick retreat 
seemed the safest course. While wading 
in the shallow water on top of the reef. 
I looked back and saw that the shark 
had come over the top of the reef and was 
circling back to the deep water. He may 
lave been only curious, but I have never 
seen anything move so fast under water. 

A recent episode occuring on Wake 
again illustrates the unpredictability of 
shark behavior. After swimming in the 
lagoon for about half an hour among 
scattered coral heads interlaced with 
sandy channels and pockets, I noticed a 
five foot shark of the type common to 
these islands, bluish grey with a white 
belly. The shark, which seemed a little 
agitated. was in a channel about ten feet 
deep. while I had about four feet of 
water between me and the coral head. To 
have some fun, I dived on the shark 
expecting it to dart away. Instead, it 
turned and came toward me, meaning 
business. When it was three feet away. 
I shot and missed, or the spear bounced 
off, I don’t know. It went by under me. 
circled, charged in again. hitting me on 
the right shoulder. The events were mov- 
ing too fast to be sure what happened 
next. Whether I deterred it with the 
empty gun as it rushed in, I’m not sure: 
however it circled and sulked in the dis- 
tance. I beat an exit to the shallow water. 
carefully watching my retreat path. 
Dusty Rhodes of Canton Island said he 
had a similar unprovoked head-on attack 
by a shark, and had to hit on the nose 
with his camera. He got a picture of his 
shark. All I got was a good scare and 
the loss of a spear shaft. 

To add to the picture. here is what 


some others have written about sharks in 
the Skin Diver. Dalla Valle. who has 
speared many sharks, has this to say: 
(December 1952, p. 9) quick aggressive 
movement toward the shark will frighten 
it. and “a shark will never attack while 
vou are watching him.” R. R. Harry, in 
“Skin Diving in Kon Tiki Waters” (Sep- 
1953) also states that sudden 
movements sharks to. retreat. 
Others share this opinion, and it has been 
effective for them and myself. The Wake 
Island experience was unique for these 
reasons: 1) the water was shallow and 
clear; 2) there was no garbage (Fiji 
harbor) blood, or crippled fish (Canton 
Island) in the water; 3) the quick ag- 
gressive movement of diving on the shark 
did not in any way frighten it: 4) the 
first charge occured while I was still 
under water: 5) both attacks were head- 
on while I was facing the shark. 


tember 
caused 


This episode tends to confirm the un- 
predictability of sharks. Don Clark men- 
tions that from day to day shark behav- 
ior will be different. Jack Ackerman of 
Hawaii believes that the same shark 
will be harmless in one area, and vicious 
in the next, depending on the food 
supply. 

Reviewing the shark information so 
far available. what might be said in sum- 
mary ? 

1. The shark menace seems to vary 
with geographical areas and certain con- 
ditions (such as tide and seasonal vari- 
ations), but as yet the local sources of 
information (usually from line fisher- 
men) are not too reliable. Some areas 
seem to be relatively free of the shark 


(Continued on Page 37) 
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Some divers have trouble with sharks—here’s one shark that had trouble with a diver. Ernie Heierle of the Sea Combers tack d this In y 
33-lb., five and a half footer off Catalina. The Leopard Shark is marked much like his jungle namesake and at first appearance ‘s very§ sul \e 
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Sharks and other sea-creatures danger- 
gus to man have long been known in 
California waters. 

But they have never been a serious 
threat to the ordinary bather. 

Sharks seldom frequent areas of shal- 
low sandy beaches where most people 
so te swim. 

Even stingrays. which are generally 
foun! on such sandy beaches, tend to 
joi! people and are usually considered 
no more than an undesirable nuisance. 

In recent years, however, an ever- 
increasing number of sports enthusi- 
ats. armed with swimfins, face plates, 
nor els, and Jungs. have moved out to 
new underwater frontiers. 

S\ imming among the seaweeds in the 
clea: blue waters off California’s rocky 
shor ‘lines, these skin divers are exposing 
then selves to hazards not normally en- 
courtered by the less venturesome who 
tick closer to the sand and surf. 
ti d thi [Virtually the same locality, off the 
es veryg out ern, rocky shore of Monterey Bay, 
‘Tsharxs have attacked two swimmers 
within the past three years. 

Tie first attack occurred on Decem- 
ber 7, 1952, when Barry Wilson, age 
\7, Pacific Grove, was mortally wounded 
afte: being struck repeatedly by a large 
shark. Wilson, dressed only in swim 
trunks, was just outside the breaker line 
in the vicinity of Pt. Aulon, Pacific 
Grove, when the attack, observed by sev- 
eal persons, took place. 

Several members of the Sea Otters. a 
Monterey Peninsula skindiving club, 
who were in the water some distance 
away, unhesitatingly swam over to 
rnder aid. A rescue was effected, but 
Wilson died of his wounds before he 
could be brought ashore. 

From descriptions given by several 
yectators and by the skin divers, and 
from an examination of the body of the 
victim, it appeared that the fatal attack 
was made by a maneater, or great white 
shark. 

The second known attack occurred on 
February 6, 1955. James F. Jacobs. age 
19, Santa Cruz, the victim, was for- 
tunate in that he escaped with only mi- 
nor gashes on his right foot. 

Jacobs, a member of the Santa Cruz 
Devil Divers Club, wore a rubber suit 
and rubber swimfins. He had just 
speared a two-foot cabezone. which he 
had placed on his rubber raft. He was 
lying prone in the water, feet in motion, 
When the shark struck. 

The shark ripped both ankles of his 
tubber suit and tore off his right swim- 
fn and heavy wool sock. The left swim- 
fn. was gashed and scratched. 

Jacobs, who saw the mangled swim- 
fn drop from the shark’s mouth, judged 
the length of the animal to be about 
l5-feet, colored blue-gray on the top 































sides and nearly white underneath. When 
shown photographs and description of 
various California sharks and rays. Ja- 
cobs identified the shark that had at- 
tacked him as the maneater, Carcharo- 
don carcharias. 

One month after the second attack 
commercial fishermen caught and landed 
a great white shark in Monterey Bay. 

The over-all length of this shark was 
ll-feet. and the weight was estimated 
at 800-pounds. The largest of the saw- 
edged triangular teeth was 114-inches 
long and l-inch wide at the base. 

The stomach contents consisted of 
about 50-pounds of basking shark hide 
with flesh attached and about 5 pounds 
of hide and attached hairs, apparently 
from a young fur seal. The hunks of 
basking shark weighed from 4 to 61»- 
pounds each. 

Maneaters taken in California waters 
have measured up to 30-feet in length. 
In Australian waters, specimens up to 
36-feet have been recorded. 

And even the smaller individuals are 
capable of severely injuring a swimmer. 
An eight-footer taken off Morro Bay. 
San Luis Obispo County, contained in 
its stomach a 50-pound seal and several 
five-to-seven pound rockfish, in addition 
to the remains of other fishes. 

About 25 species of sharks are found 
in the ocean waters off California. Most 
of these species are of no danger to 
man. They are either too small. too slug- 
gish, live at too great a depth. or are 
armed with relatively small teeth. 

The basking shark, Cetorhinus maxi- 
mus, the largest shark on the coast. 
reaches a length of about 45 feet. but 
is harmless to man because of very small. 
ineffective teeth. It feeds on small or- 
ganisms which are strained out of the 
water by means of long. closely set gill 
rakers. 

Two of the most common California 
sharks, the leopard shark and the blue 
shark. are usually not thought to be 
dangerous. 

But a few months ago, at Trinidad 
Bay. a three-foot leopard shark attacked 
a skin diver, and the man had to fight 
for his life to get away. (The diver had 
been suffering from a nose bleed, and 
the blood in the water is thought to have 
attracted the shark.) 

This attack, by a smaller shark of a 
type usually ignored by skin divers, 
emphasizes the fact that any shark with 
teeth and jaws strong enough to tear 
flesh is potentially dangerous. 

Because of this fact. the very abund- 
ance of the blue shark, the most common 
large shark found off California, may 
make this big carnivore, also, a particu- 
lar hazard to skin divers. Blue sharks 
grow to well over 10-feet in length, 
and have teeth and jaws strong enough 
to cut a 10-pound fish in half. 


Most of the attacks by sharks are 
attributed to the maneater or great white 
shark, but two other species of sharks 
in California. the mackerel shark, Lam- 
na ditropis, and the bonito shark, /su- 
rus glaucus, belong to the same family 
and are not to be discounted in their 
capacity to attack swimmers. Australian 
and New Zealand representatives of these 
sharks have been known to attack swim- 
mers. on occasions. 

In California waters these sharks usu- 
ally attain a length no greater than 8 
to 10 feet. But they are armed with 
long, sharp teeth that could do great 
damage. 

In common with the maneater and 
the harmless basking shark. these are 
the only sharks in California waters that 
have a prominent. fleshy keel on each 
side of the narrow part of the body, 
just forward of the tail fin. 

Two other sharks, the hammerhead 
and the tiger shark, found in tropical 
waters, have been known to attack man, 
but these are rarely encountered off the 
California coast. 

The olfactory senses are highly de- 
veloped in sharks. and traces of blood 
or gurry in the water are readily de- 
tected by a shark if it happens to be 
in the area. 

Shark repellants are apparently only 
temporarily effective. In Australia, the 
Nor’ West Whaling Company. in an at- 
tempt to discourage sharks from attack- 
ing dead whales anchored off the station, 
has made a particular effort to find a 
satisfactory repellent. but has met little 
success. 

Killer whale. Orcinus rectipinna, have 
not been known to attack man. although 
it is not improbable that they might do 
so if the occasion were to present itself, 
The largest specimens. of about 30 feet 
length, have been found with whole 
seals and porpoises in their stomachs. 
Whalers have considerable respect for 
this animal because of its aggressive 
nature. These animals range the open 
seas and only on occasion are they ob- 
served in partially enclosed waters. 

The very high. black dorsal fin is a 
characteristic feature of the killer whale. 
Inasmuch as all whales are mammals, 
and must come up for air periodically, 
it is not long before one knows when 
these animals are around. Sharks and 
other fish. because they breathe in water 
by means of gills. do not need to “come 
up for air.” 

Killer whales have relatively few teeth 
and these are large and rather cone- 
shaped compared to the numerous, 
sharply-edged teeth in sharks. All whales, 
and this includes porpoises, have the 
tail flukes arranged in a horizontal posi- 
tion. Sharks and fishes in general 
have the tail fin arranged in a vertical 
position. ** 
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AN EXCLUSIVE FOR ‘’SKIN DIVER’’ READERS!! 





the compleat 





The first book written on our Underwater 
Sport—by a master of the Pen!! 


THE COMPLEAT GOGGLER being the first and only exhaustive treatise 
on the art of goggle fishing, that most noble and excellent sport perfected 
and popularized by Guy Gilpatric in the Mediterranean Sea, though long 
practiced elsewhere by other benighted savages. Setting forth the proper 
manner of making the goggles, spears and other gadgets together with 
descriptions of many marvels witnessed upon the bottom of the sea and 


fully exposing the author’s cunning methods of swimming, diving and 
spearing fish and octopi. First published by Dodd, Mead and Company, 


New York, 1934. All rights reserved. 


FOREWORD 


If, a few years ago, anybody had predicted that one day | 
would write a book about catching fish for sport, I'd have scoffed 
him into making a bet, called upon Heaven and the bartender to 
bear witness and forced the fellow to put up his money then and 
there. Although I had cast, trolled and dangled a hook in many 
waters, I realized that the result was due neither to intelligence 
nor skill on my part but only to the appetite of creatures | 
couldn’t even see. Certainly, fishing was pleasanter than work- 
ing in an office, but there were thousands ready to say the same 
for climbing down cracks in glaciers or being shelled in a trench. 
Was fishing a sport? I had my doubts. 

And then... | took up goggling! Here was a sport beyond 
my powers to describe, but as an author’s own deficiencies were 
never known to deter him, I went ahead and described it any- 
way. Peering through the splits in my infinitives, Mr. Wesley 
Stout saw that the subject of goggling was interesting in spite of 
what I'd done to it, and he printed the articles in The Saturday 
Evening Post. 
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Ever since then, Post readers and others in all parts of the 
United States, in China, the West Indies, South America, Greece, 
France, England and North Africa, have been writing to ask or 
to tell me something about goggling. Growth of goggling’s popu- 
larity is further indicated by press clippings from Europe and 
America; a German magazine has even swiped some of my 


articles. 


Lately, quite a few people have been asking for a book about 


the gentle art. Well, I suppose there is more than one way 0 
spearing a fish, just as there is of skinning a cat, but here | will 
try to explain in detail a method which many gogglers besides 
myself have found good. Necessarily included will be much 
incidental lore, many wrong opinions, and a rather superior lie 
or two. Just how much of a sport goggling is I confidently !eave 
to your judgment. 
G. ¢ 


Antibes, France, 1938. 
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CHAPTER I 


Genesis 


“As inward love breeds outward talk, 
The hound some praise, and some the hawk; 
Some, better pleased with private sport, 
Use tennis; some a mistress court: 
But these delights I neither wish, 
Nor envy, while I freely fish.” 


The Compleat Angler 


reatise on angling, the world was content to accept him as 
inal authority on the art, science and mystery of catching 
sh. “rom time to time false prophets arose with patent hooks 
nd chemical and electrical contrivances for knocking fish cold 
wholesale quantities, while during the War the French infan- 
ty perfected an ingenious technique of chucking hand grenades 
ito ‘ne Moselle River, thereby blasting many a gasping and dis- 
lusioned mud-gubbin out into the adjacent vineyards, and at the 
ame time altering the course of the historic stream considerably. 
but «ll such devices of science, though effective, were flagrantly 
usportsmanlike and therefore anathema to true amateurs of the 
od and reel. However inefficient the old painstaking method, it 
as better, because fairer, than the new. Olde Izaak Walton, 
‘seemed, had said the last word. 


R )R nearly 300 years after Izaak Walton wrote his masterly 


Then, suddenly, there came strange rumors. Somebody, 
omewhere, had evolved a radical and super-sportsmanlike man- 
er of fishing — or, at least, so he claimed. His name (it was whis- 
ered by Seminole guides, Canuck gaffers, Highland gillies and 
‘egro boatmen) was olde Guyzaak Gilpatric. His method, they 
iid, was called goggle fishing. Here is the dope on it. 


First, because so many fish go through life handicapped by 
ames like scrod, chub, guppy and squid, I must explain that 
oggle fishing doesn’t mean fishing for goggles, because goggles 
went fish. Goggle fishing is fishing with watertight eye-glasses 
ad a spear — going down like McGinty to the bottom of the sea 
nd scragging the wary denizens of the deep on their own home 
sounds. It is a sport so full of special tricks and dodges that | 
as minded to entitle this volume The Sport of Kinks until better 
idgment prevailed. 

The first thing you need, to be a successful goggle fisher, is a 
body of good clear water. Personally I use the Mediterranean Sea 
md there is still plenty of room in it, but parts of the Atlantic, the 
Pacific, the Mexican Gulf and the Caribbean will do just as well, 
nd I know of many lakes and streams which would provide 
wand goggling. Next you need a pair of watertight goggles. I 
made my first pair myself from an old pair of flying goggles, 
blugging up the ventilating holes with putty and painting over it. 
The ones I now use were built for sponge and pearl diving. The 
ubject of goggles is fully covered in a later chapter of this book. 

in goggle fishing, the spear is thrust like a sword and is never 
town, for you cannot throw a spear much farther under water 
han you can throw a motorbus on land. The spear being of 
ecessity fairly short, you will be wondering how it is possible to 
~proach within striking range of a fish. The answer is partly 
kill but mostly the fact that a fish is less suspicious of a man’s 
Wimming under water, right in its own element, than of men or 





boats floating on the surface. I discovered this. characteristic 
quite by accident, shortly after I began swimming with goggles 
and before I had any thought of spearing fish. My idea, origi- 
nally, was merely to study the submarine scenery and vegetation, 
which in the clear warm water of this Riviera region I believed 
would be worth seeing. Accordingly, one day, I shoved off from 
shore on an innocent sight-seeing trip. I had ridden in the glass- 
bottomed boats of Catalina and Bermuda and used waterscope 
boxes in the Gulf of Mexico, but I was unprepared for the breath- 
taking sensation of free flight which swimming with goggles gave 
me. It wasn't at all like flying in a plane, where you are conscious 
of being borne by something tangible; there was a nightmare 
quality to this sensation as in a dream of falling, and in that in- 
stant I knew how Icarus felt when his wings melted off. I jerked 
my head out of water and looked around to reassure myself. The 
bottom was fifteen feet below me, now, but every pebble and 
blade of grass was distinct as though there were only air between. 
The light was a soft bluish-green — even, restful, and somehow 
wholly appropriate to the aching silence which lay upon those 





“The Compleat Goggler” wears only the primary basic equipment 
—swim trunks, spear and goggles. How would today’s diver with 
modern gear compete with a goggler? This book first written in 
1934 by the author, above, deals with many tales of primitive 


experiences underwater. 


gently waving meadows and fields of flowers. On the pinnacle 
of a rock like a little mountain I saw a dwarf palm tree. I swam 
down to study it. I touched its trunk and — zip! — the feathery 
foliage vanished as quickly as the flame of a blown candle. I came 
up for air, a portion of which I used in vowing to get the explana- 
tion of this fummery. I swam along on the surface until I found 
another palm tree. This one I sneaked up on (or rather, down to) 
stealthily. I reached forward, touched the leaves and — they 
weren't! But this time it hadn’t fooled me. The trunk had simply 
sucked the leaves inside itself. If my finger had been an anchovy 
or other small fish, it might have been sucked in with them, there 
to be consumed for the nourishment of the confounded plant. I 
have since learned that this was the Spirographis Spallanzanii, not 
a plant at all, but an animal; but I decided right then and there 
that it is as foolhardy to go picking flowers on the sea bottom as 
it is in front of the cop in a public park. 
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Guy Gilpatric - 


Soaring on my way above hills and valleys upon which grew 
blossoms snowy white and flaming red, I came to a great sub- 
merged rock from one side of which projected a wide shelf. | 
could see small fish flashing in and out along its edges, and went 
down to have a look at them. The under side of the shelf, though 
only ten or twelve feet below the surface, was fifty feet above the 
bottom. It was heavily grown with weeds. Anchovies and sar- 
dines — thousands of them — were swimming around eating this 
foliage. But—I rubbed my goggles—they were swimming on their 
backs! Had I discovered a new species? At first I couldn’t believe 
what I saw; then a larger fish happened along and he, too, was 
swimming on his back. I dove right under the ledge, where it was 
dark and cold, and shoo-ed the whole crowd out. As soon as they 
left the shadow and saw the sunlight above them, they turned 
right side up and went their ways like any self-respecting fish. 
Now those fish did not have to turn on their backs in order to eat 
weeds on the ceiling, for fish can eat in any reasonable position 
as well as in several which I might call scandalous. No, those fish 
were not aware that they were on their backs. They thought that 
the ceiling was the floor; they didn’t know up from down, being 
in practically the same fix as the old-time aviators who, lacking 
instruments for flying in clouds and fog, used to lose all sense of 
direction and turn upside down without realizing it until loose 
objects, such as bottles, commenced falling upwards out of the 
cockpit. My discovery that sardines and anchovies can swim on 
their backs is fraught with significance and I have no doubt that 
after the publication of this book I will be the recipient of appro- 
priate decorations and degrees from scientific organizations the 
world over. 


Feeling pretty pleased with myself, I swam around to the 
other side of the rock. This face of it went down sheer until its 
base was lost in deep blue gloom. I had the sensation of flying in 
the chasm of a New York street. Below me I saw vague forms 
moving —fish, they were, and whoppers. I watched them for a 
long time as they lazed about in stately grace or poised in rumina- 
tion, fearing that my slightest move would startle them. But pres- 
ently a couple came up to within fifteen feet of me and seemed to 
be giving me the once-over. I thought I'd return the eompliment. 
Swimming down as close to them as I dared, I hovered in sus- 
pense which they didn’t seem to share. They were big fat 
dorades; I was so close that I could see the gold bands on their 
blue foreheads but I didn’t hope that they’d let me come closer. 
I needed air and started upward. Suddenly, I found myself star- 
ing into the eyes of what looked like a German U-boat — a three- 
foot loup in a fine state of indignation, his dorsal fin jutting up 
like the bristles of a bulldog. Without stopping to think, I cut 
loose my right and pasted him square on the jaw. I heard a 
whirring sound like that of wings as Mr. Loup departed under 
forced draught. 

I came to the surface, gulped some air, and pondered on the 
sorry state to which I had fallen in being unable to knock out a 
three-foot fish. No use kidding myself, that blow wouldn’t have 
bruised a stewed oyster. My knuckles were bleeding but this 
merely meant I'd scratched them on the little needles along the 
edge of his gill. I filled my lungs, swam down a way and in- 
dulged in some experimental shadow boxing. I soon found the 
trouble. Being full of air and therefore lighter than water, my 
punches simply pushed me backward, and the harder I walloped, 
the faster | shoved myself away from what I was aiming to hit. 
Also, I was using a lot of energy in resisting my tendency to float 
up to the surface. I blew out my air, sank down further, and un- 
corked a couple of rights and lefts. Now, I felt that my blows 
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really had a little steam behind them. My body being heavier 
than water, my punches had something to react against. 
I was feeling pretty tired, and I noticed that the skin on my 


fingers was shrivelled from being in the water too long. As | 
swam toward the beach, I thought of what I'd learned — 1 .mely. 
that some fish are not afraid of swimmers, and that to exer 
under water you have to empty your lungs. It occurred to me 
that in these discoveries might lie the basis of a new spor! Stil]. 


sOWEr 


I didn’t feel that socking fish in the jaw was quite the wa: to do 
things, so I determined to buy a spear. 

When I reached the beach, I found that I had been sw aming 
for two hours and a half. It had seemed like twenty mutes, 


My first spear was a trident with piano wire teeth forg: ( into 
barbs. The handle — it was the handle of a hay-rake — \ is six. 
feet-six-inches long. The head being light, the weapon vated 
with the business end about a foot under water and the — andle 
exposed. 


I thought that my best bet would be to work in fairly +s allow 
water, so I scouted along parallel to the beach in a depth © eight 
to ten feet. Pretty soon I spotted a school of slim, strear lined 
mullets — fish rather like trout and running from a foot or t\ » feet 
in length. They were milling around on the bottom, eating their 
sides flashing silver through the cloud of sand which thc r fins 
fanned up. Before I could get down to them, they spott d me 
and darted away. I followed on the surface, waiting for t! »m to 
commence feeding again. They circled around at a gow - safe 
distance, watching me. Apparently they didn’t care for the view, 
for with a skitter of tails, they beat it. A second school 0! them 
acted the same way. Now this was discouraging. The lo: > and 
the dorades of the day before had not behaved thus, so © con- 
cluded that fish are more wary in the shallows than in the © -pths. 
Diving is their instinctive means of escape, and when this « ‘enue 
is closed to them, they won’t take chances. 

I headed for the submerged rock and deep water. The 
anchovies were swimming on their backs, as usual, and «;ound 
on the far side were the dorades. Blowing out my air | sank 
down a way and then swam toward them with my left han, the 
spear held ready in my right. One of them lazed away froin the 
group and came to meet me, his big nigger-lipped mouth oj ening 
and closing as though saying “Howdy, buddy, howdy!” W hen I 
thought the distance was right I lunged — and missed him by 
a yard! 

I went up to breathe, to cuss and to ponder. Well, the |unge 
had been short, because I hadn’t bided my time and come close 
enough to the fish. The direction had been cockeyed, because my 
spear was too light. I put my face under water and peered clown. 
The dorades were still there. One of them — he looked as |ig as 
a guitar — was tearing mussels from the side of the rock and 
chawing them horsily. I sank toward him. This time, I vowed 
I wouldn't fire till I saw the whites of his eyes. The nearer | ap- 
proached the more greedily he ate, as though fearing that | in- 
tended to horn in on his meal. Ten feet.— Eight feet. — Six. ‘here 
were the whites of his eyes. Now — Zippo — I let him have it! 


The spear was yanked out of my grasp. I saw the white 
wooden handle streak past my face. I grabbed it with both hands 
and tried to kick my way up to the surface. I had to have air, but 
the spear felt as though the Loch Ness Monster’s big brother was 
on the other end of it. Suddenly it tore loose, and as I shot up- 
ward I saw the dorade heading in the other direction. The heavy 
piano-wire teeth of my trident were bent and twisted like hair- 
pins. Back on the beach I told my friends that I had jabbed a 
rock. “Well,” they said, “anybody could do that!” 


Next day I put to sea with a spear which would have h:ld a 
walrus. I had learned that when a fish is eating in deep \ ater 
he could be scragged, and I planned to wait around until neal 
time. But suddenly, perhaps ten feet under and a little ahe.d of 
me, I saw a gray fish with dark tiger-stripes. He was comiig in 
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, straight line, evidently intending to pass under me. This, I 
ought, would be like wing shooting. I sank to meet him. Our 
uths crossed just as he came within range. I lunged and caught 
tim fair and square. This fellow, a mourme, was only a little over 
,foot long, but he raised a great ruction. Fearing that he would 
sull himself off the barbs, I took him clear to the bottom and 
ammed him good and hard against the sand. 


Well, my return to the beach with that mourme saw my stock 
ise considerably in Juan-les-Pins. People had been kidding me 
a five or six languages about my expeditions with goggles and 
pear. but now they allowed as how maybe, peut-etre, quiza and 
ielleicht, the thing was a pretty good sport. Next day, when I 
bought in a two-foot sargue and a dorade measuring twenty-six 
inches and weighing between six and seven pounds, a consider- 
ible portion of the summer population sprouted spears and gog- 
des ond started after the game in a big way. 

Here are some of the first things we learned. When you have 
et ot your breath to go down, go down feet first until you are 
omy letely under water; then, but not until then, lean forward 
ad swim toward the fish. If you go down head first, you break 
the surface as you dive and drag with you air which rises in silver 
pubbles like sparks behind a rocket. All this frightens the fish. A 
feet-iirst descent doesn’t cause a ripple or a bubble. Remember 
that though your lungs are empty and that you are therefore 
heav er than water, a couple of beats with your free hand will 
hoo you up to the surface. Although theoretically you cannot 
main under as long with empty lungs as with full, because you 
have no air to exhale as a sort of last-gasp reserve, actually you 
ave strength and avoid water disturbance because you have no 
buoy ancy to struggle against . 


(oggle fishing is like hunting on land in that you frequently 
talk an individual fish for half-an-hour or longer, watching him 
fom the surface, and then either get him or miss him when you 
submerge, according to your luck and water-skill. We have found 
it better sport to single out a big fish and then go after him than 
oswim around taking pot-shots at whatever we happen to meet. 
Unless you are a howling genius, you'll miss five fish for every 
me you get. That’s the sport of goggle fishing. But always, by 
vay of compensation, there is the gorgeous submarine scenery to 
bok at and the kick of finding new, strange and almost unbe- 


en [pievable things. 
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There is a little black fish which uses its fins for legs, and 
curries across the rocks like a kitchen mouse. There is the 
rascasse, Or venomous sea scorpion, a sullen, pouting fish covered 
vith spines like a horned toad and highly esteemed for the flavor 
t imparts to bouillabaisse. There is the sea-horse, an amusing 
»ony steed three inches long which the local fishermen consider 
isovereign remedy for hangover headaches and therefore carry, 
mummified, under the visors of their caps. There is the Medusa, 
ijelly-fish the size of a watermelon, which trails behind it the 
shaky locks” which bring it the Gorgon’s name and which can 
ting the tar out of you. There is the Trigla Hirundo, a fish about 
the size of a healthy trout, which has legs like those of a crab 
growing out of its chin, teeth like a horse and which croaks like 
i frog when you spear it. At the height of your surprise at hear- 
ing this sound (any sound is startling in the silence which reigns 
under water) it spreads out winglike fins of the violent blue some- 
times seen on tropical butterflies. There is the cuttlefish, a minia- 
ture elephant’s head with eight trunks, copied direct from Hindu 
temple carvings. Actually he is a shellfish, but he wears his shell 
m the inside. There is the venomous anemone, a flower which 
grows on the bottom and isn’t a flower but an animal; touch its 
withing petals with your spear and they vanish into the sand 
laster than you can see. Touch them with your hand and you'll 
vison you hadn't! And then, of course, there is the octopus. 

I was swimming home late one afternoon, face in the water 
anc spear couched, when I saw a bat-like shadow moving along 
below me. It was dark brown and a yard across. It swam with 





pore 
Mr. Jack Heaton with two noble loups which he speared in about 
twenty minutes at Cap Dramont. Mr. Heaton. who first goggled 





off Tahiti, uses a spear about fourteen feet long. but his precision 
with it. as shown by the wounds. is remarkable. 


an undulating slither close to the bottom. Occasionally a portion 
of it would fold together, as a butcher might fold a piece of raw 
liver, and then the folded part became a long tapering tentacle 
which licked around the rocks like a whiplash in slow action. 
Even if I hadn’t guessed what it was I'd have recognized an 
octopus soon enough, for suddenly it folded itself into eight 
distinct tentacles radiating from a central tumorous lump like a 
derby hat and looked up at me with a pair of protruding gold- 
rimmed eyes. Not knowing what else to do, I looked back at him 
through a pair of nickel-rimmed goggles. He didn’t make a 
hostile move, and neither did I. I could see his head, which was 
also his body, pulsating in an oozy, intestinal sort of way, and 
as his tentacles writhed gently I caught glimpses of the rows 
of bony white suction cups along the under sides of them. Float- 
ing there watching him and wishing I was ashore, I formed a 
true conception of the meaning of the word “obscene.” 

Italian fishermen had told me that if an octopus gets you when 
you are unarmed, the thing to do is bite him between the eyes, 
thus paralyzing the master nerve which controls his tentacles. 
Not caring to make the headlines by improving upon the old 
newspaper formula “Man Bites Dog,” I swam down and jabbed 
him with the spear. I was nervous and my lunge went wild; I 
missed his eyes, but got him through the bulbous, palpitating 
body. Instantly the submarine day turned into darkest night, and 
I found myself being towed through a cloud of ink which he shot 
from his breathing apparatus as he pumped himself along. Once 
clear of the cloud, I saw that he was swimming with his tentacles 
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streaming out behind him like the tail of a comet. He groped 
down, grabbed a rock and started climbing along the side of it 
toward a cave. If the five-pronged spear was hurting he didn’t 
show it; all he registered was annoyance. 


Well, I had to have air, but though I dragged with all my 
force, he dragged harder. I let go the spear, struggled up and 
breathed in so much air that the barometers for miles around 
marked a record low-pressure area for the Alpes Maritimes. I 
went under again. The octopus was out of sight now, but the 
spear handle was jutting from the cave. I grabbed it with both 
hands. I tried using it as a lever against the top of the cavern, 
but slowly it was dragged inward. Then, suddenly, a tentacle 
lashed out and wrapped itself around the wood, then another, 
and another. In his rage he was letting go of the rock and trying 
to strangle the spear. A fourth tentacle snaked out, caught the 
spear handle and licked across the back of my left hand. The 
part that touched me was only the tapering tip, but I didn’t care 
for the nasty sucking feel of it. With a final tug I broke his hold 
on the rock, brought him to the surface and then ashore. 


CHAPTER Il 


Merou 


“Hast killed him?” 


“The harpoon is not yet forged that will ever do that,” 
answered the other sadly... . 
Herman Melville 


. was along toward the end of October and the days were 
I pulling in pretty short. Sometimes the storm clouds would 

stack up on the mountains to the west of us and swallow the 
sun by four in the afternoon. Our front yard, the Mediterranean 
Sea, was as full of fish as ever and so clear that you could see bot- 
tom in sixty feet, but with the diminishing sunlight, its greens and 
blues and purples had taken on a grayish tinge and it was turn- 
ing colder every day. All summer long we'd had priceless sport. 
For month after month, with water temperatures of between 70 
and 80°, we goggled for six hours a day; and more than once, in 
August, we had worked the beach and harbor of Sainte Maxime 
for eight hours straight. We had learned things about fish and 
their habits which certainly no fisherman and perhaps no scientist 
had ever known; we had observed submarine phenomena which 
we couldn’t explain ourselves and which were so strange that we 
hesitated to mention them to outsiders lest they stroke their chins 
and murmur “Oh, yair?” 


Around the ends of the rocky capes of Antibes, Ferrat and 
Roux, on the reefs beyond the Lerin Islands and at the foot of 
the red rock cliffs where the Estérel Mountains go into the sea, 
we had looked down upon scenes of grandeur beyond the dry 
land’s grandest and had seen no billboards. But now, if we gog- 
gled for only half-an-hour, diving down fifteen or twenty feet or 
following the fish into the rock grottoes which the sun never 
penetrates, the cold knotted us up until we couldn't have speared 
a crate of dried codfish with a mile of picket fence. All along the 
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Riviera, from Le Lavandou to Menton, people were complaining 
about the unmuffled speedboat motors when what they really 
heard was the chattering of goggle fishers’ teeth. ; 
November Ist dawned a rotten day, with a high layer of 
clouds moving eastward and another scudding opposite!y just 
above the sea. Ducks, geese and herons were going over ip 
bunches headed for Egypt, proving that ducks, geese and |ierons 
do not believe all they read about the Riviera’s winter c’ mate, 
But at ten o'clock, faithful to our daily tryst, the Antibes Local 
of the Gogglers’ Guild convened with spears on the  vave- 
pounded beach, and a solemn lot we were. Our numl>:r jn- 
cluded a Russian, two Frenchmen, an Irishman and mys: If, so 
that all we needed to make a comic dialect story was som body 
named Levinstein. But we didn’t feel like comic stories, fir any 
of us could see with half a goggle that our sport was fi. ished 
for the season. 
There was a long silence while we viewed the desolate .cene, 
“Well, what shall we do?” asked somebody. 
“What is there left to do?” snarled somebody else. 
“I know!” I said, brightly. “Let’s go fishing!” 
For a moment they stood as men stunned; then — 


“Fishing?” inquired an incredulous voice. “— Fishing: You 
mean — fishing?” ‘ 

“Yes, fishing. With hooks and lines and bait and boat. \egu- 
lar old-fashioned fishing.” 

Well, the sheer novelty of the stunt swept them off thei. feet, 
and so an hour later we were bobbing at anchor just west { the 


tip of Cap d’Antibes. We dropped our lines over the sid: and 
waited for something to ‘happen. For a long time nothi: » did 
happen. It was a frightful bore. Even when we started pul! xg in 
a few fair-sized ones our tackle kept getting tangled in our y i wns. 
Once a man has goggled — once he has hunted his fish, stal}.od it, 
pursued it in its own element and finally speared it or lost it is he 
or the fish was the smarter — the conventional flummery of | iooks 
and lines and rods and reels is merely so much near beer. 

By noon I'd had enough — and at noon, precisely, the sun 
came out. “Madam Chairman and beloved lodge sisters,” | said, 
“I'm going overboard for a final hack at it.” I peeled off, put 
on goggles and knife belt, took my five-pronged spear and slid 
over the gunwale into the (br-r-rh!) water. I swam toward the 
Cape, which at that point goes down from the surface in sheer 
walls like the facades of Florentine palaces. At some places the 
depth was thirty or forty feet; at others I could not see bottom 
at all and everything below was the dark velvety blue of February 
evening sky. A school of black mullets like a flock of crows 
passed under me. I saw a rock as big as a church swinging back 
and forth, back and forth; I lifted my face out of water to keep 
from feeling dizzy and to remind myself that I and not the rock 
was see-sawing in the swell. And when I put my face under 
again I saw Merou the Bonehead. 

I didn’t recognize him, at first. I only knew that the biggest 
fish I'd encountered to date was lying on a rock ledge twenty 
feet below me. I blew out my air and sank toward him. Before I 
was halfway down I realized that even if I speared him I’d have 
a tough time bringing him up. I stayed where I was, watching 
him. He returned the scrutiny with an eye the size of a horse's. 
His pectoral fins barely stirring, he moved majestically along the 
ledge and as a beam of sunlight struck him I saw that he was a 
merou. I swam up to the surface and back to the boat with 
the news. 

Now the merou is a fish rarely landed in this part of the 
Mediterranean. They have a pair of them in the Oceanograph- 
ical Museum of Monaco—their largest living specimens—who 
have been ogling the tourists through the plate glass side of a 
tank for over 25 years. Dr. Oxner, the aquarium director, «Joes 
not know how old this piscatorial Darby and Joan were when 
caught, nor can he say with any certainty which is Joan and 
which Darby. This is due to the merous’ confusing habi_ of 
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changing sex from time to time, so that, in meeting one socially, 
person doesn’t know whether to take off his hat and hand her 
an orchid or to slap him on the back and ask about the missus. 


Well, we sat in the boat and discussed the merou problem 
while the wind from the snow-capped Alpes blew the clouds 
across the sun again and I developed a fine case of three-way 
shivers. All we knew about the merou was that he was a very 
athletic and very nasty fish and that, having speared him, you 
should not grab him by the throat lest he crush your fingers in 
his edged and armored gills. — Or maybe hers. At length we 
deciled to row to within fifty yards of the rocks, put a rope 
around me and my spear and try our luck. When I yanked on the 
line the people in the boat would yank me and (we hoped) the 
merou up to the surface; meanwhile I would be giving him 
appropriate treatment with my knife. 

I went over the side again — and have you ever noticed how 
much colder water is the second time? It was awkward, swim- 
min ; with the line around me; my feet kept getting tangled in 
it. “he merou was still on his ledge but he had moved a little 
along it to a spot where he could watch the proceedings 


way 





A fine loup, or sea bass. This fish will sometimes stand still while 
you are drawing a bead on him but when he sees the spear coming, 
he makes a lightning getaway. Although aimed just behind the 
head, the spear struck this fellow a little far aft, as shown by 
the wound. 


better. He wasn’t in the lest afraid of me as I started down but 
as soon as he spotted the rope curling and snaking in the water, 
he ducked back into a crevice out of sight. Evidently, some 
time in his career, he’d had an unfortunate experience with a 
line with a hook at the end of it and he wasn’t intending to 
fall for that gag again. 

No, the rope wouldn’t do. I went up for air, cast it off and 
called to the boat to stand by. I now planned to dive, plant the 
spear in him and then let go of it, hoping that once wounded he 
wouldn’t be able to swim far. When he had tired himself by 
thrashing around I could go down again, do a little knife work 
on him and eventually bring him to the surface. Soon I saw 
the great brown snout come out of the crack — cautiously. I was 
about to dive when it bobbed in again. I lay on the surface and 
watched and shivered and cursed and shivered and watched for 
fifteen minutes. Yes, and shivered. Suddenly, further along the 
crack, I saw his whole head. I beckoned the boat to come closer; 
then blowing all my air to enable me to sink fast, deep and 
with minimum effort and water disturbance, I went for him. 
Just as I came within range — say four feet — he started back 
into the crevice. I couldn’t see his body, only his head, and I 
knew I would have to hit him quickly and hard. “Alright, Sir 


or Madam, as the case may be!” I said. “How’s — THIS?” 

I let him have it smack on the dome. There was a frightful 
ruction, a brown flash and — Merou was gone! 

All five spear teeth had struck him at once. The shock of the 
blow through the spear handle made my elbow tingle as though 
I'd hit a rock. Each of those teeth was needle-pointed and razor 
edged. But as far as I had seen or felt, not a single one of them 
had gone more than skin deep into Merou.—Merou the Bonehead! 

Well, the season was over, but though some of us had brought 
in well over a hundred fish, it ended on a sour note for me. It 
was easy enough to blame the loss of Merou on the cold water; 
perhaps in August, I could have pasted him harder than I had 
done in November; and surely, if I hadn’t had to strike him on 
the head, I would at least have put a dent in him. But still, I 
felt that something was wrong. I suspected my spear. 

That spear, hand forged and highly tempered, had brought 
in some pretty big fish. With it I had landed an octopus measur- 
ing six feet seven inches across the tentacles, which is somewhat 
larger than the octopus vulgaris is supposed to grow. But it 
should have gone into that merou —and it hadn’t. Why not? 
The answer came from India. 

A Britisher just back from Benares was telling us how simple 
the fakirs’ tricks are when you stop to figure them out. The 
famous couch of nails, for instance, is simply so chuckful of nails 
that the holy man’s weight, distributed over the points of all of 
them, does not bear down hard enough on any one point to 
puncture the skin. “But,” said our friend, “I offered any num- 
ber of the filthy brutes 75 rupees to sit on a single nail and 
there wasn’t a sportsman in the lot.” Right then and there we 
saw the trouble with our five-toothed spears. The force of the 
blow was divided among all the teeth and distributed over too 
great an area of the fish. What we needed was a spear with a 
single point in which the full force could concentrate. 

For weeks, then, as the word went forth and good gogglers 
got together, the marble tops of café tables throughout the Alpes 
Maritimes were covered with pencilled designs for single-toothed 
harpoons. We went over to Monaco and studied the late Prince 
Albert’s collection of native spears, as well as the various har- 
poons which he used on his expeditions. We whittled wooden 
models of harpoon heads and jabbed oranges and loaves of 
bread with them to study the nature of the wounds. At last we 
figured out a design which looked good to all of us. This was 
a steel shaft three-eights of an inch square and forty inches 
long with a forged triangular head and a hinged barb. The barb 
would close tight against the shaft while entering the fish but 
would swing out at right angles at the slightest opposite pull, 
thus preventing the fish’s escape. This entire gadget screwed 
into a tubular socket which accommodated the wooden handle, 
the handle varying in length to suit the individual owner. My 
own harpoon, when finished, was six feet long and weighed 
about two pounds. It was a mean weapon. The only trouble 
was, we didn’t know whether we could hit anything with it. 
Our five-toothed spears had given us a margin of error of almost 
six inches, but with our new harpoons every shot had to be a 
bull’s-eye. 

It wasn’t until the first week in May that the water warmed 
up enough for a tryout. I was still gasping a little, cursing each 
and every cigarette I'd smoked during the winter and gazing 
down with joy at the under-water world which I hadn’t seen for 
months, when out of the sand where it had been buried came 
something which looked like a carelessly made mud pie. It 
was a fish of a kind I'd never seen before and he rather suggested 
the result of a morganatic alliance of a stingray with a horse- 
shoe crab. His tail, however, was not pointed, but exactly 
resembled a thick branch of seaweed. I went down and swam 
along four or five feet above him, watching him. My shadow 
crossed him; he put on what speed he could and tried to get 
out from under. Right then I gave the harpoon its first 
taste of fish. It went into him as neatly as two goes into four. 
He didn’t like it. He thrashed and bucked and even bit, but 
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the hinged barb had opened up and he was caught. 

I brought him ashore and flopped him on the beach. We were 
gathered around trying to decide what sort of a beast he was 
when Zippo! —I got a jolt of electricity through the harpoon 
shaft which very nearly knocked me over backwards. He had 
introduced himself in characteristic fashion as that curious liv- 
ing power station, the torpille, or electric ray. 

The electric ray is one of those things which everybody has 
heard about but in which nobody believes. Well, we converted 
a lot of unbelievers that day, inviting them to touch our torpille 
and watching them jerk back and cuss as though they'd blown 
out a fuse. As far as we could observe, it was only when he 
bent up his tail and arched his back that he could give vou a 
shock. When he had delivered eight or ten jolts his batteries 
ran down, but he recharged them rapidly and was ready for 
business again. And batteries they really were — honeycomb- 
like structures of squashy white cells within both sides of his 
forward section. Even when he was dead and partially dis- 
sected we received weak shocks if we happened to short cir- 
cuit his wiring system. 

Well, spearing the torpille proved that the harpoon’s hinged 
barb would work, but it didn’t prove a thing about accuracy. 
He had been swimming slowly, he was a big target, and all in 
all he’d been no harder to hit than a bull’s rump with a bass 
violin. Morever he was covered with skin, not scales, and was 
soft, even mushy. Would the shaft have gone through him had 
he been a coarse-scaled, firm-fleshed loup or dorade — or our 
tough old friend, Merou the Bonehead? 

A week later we were goggling at a place called Théoule, at 
the Eastern base of the Estérel mountains. Three of us were 
swimming abreast twenty yards apart and I was on the out- 
side, about a hundred yards from shore. All at once a score or 
so of little silver melee flashed toward and past me — then fifty 
or sixty, then hundreds and thousands of them, until the water 
all around me seemed filled with sparks, like the sky during a 
meteoric shower. They were in such a mad panic that they 
paid no slighest attention to me. Something big was chasing 
them and coming our way. I guessed what it was, yelled 
“Loups!” to the others and we all cleared for action. 

It was loups sure enough — five whoppers, rushing along with 
their great mouths open, gulping the fleeing melee and coming 
right down my alley. They were thirty yards away and about 
fourteen feet below the surface and I timed my dive to meet 
them. The leader saw me coming and swerved out of my way. 
The second, watching him and not me, started to follow, but 
he didn’t swing quite sharply enough. I had figured on this. 
I cut in on his turn as he zipped under me, I drove the harpoon 
into his back. It went through the rear of his bony dorsal and 
came out between his ventral fins, having traversed about a 
foot-and-a-half of good solid fish in its diagonal course. There 
was at least a foot of the shaft sticking out of him on the far 
side. He staged a grand struggle before I could bring him up, 
spinning around on the shaft like a pinwheel. Although we put 
two more harpoons into him to wrassle him ashore, that first 
shot had caught him for keeps. The single-barrelled harpoon 
was a proved and howling success! 

Well, from then on it was a glorious Summer. We landed 
more and bigger fish than we’d ever caught before. Of course 
some succeeded in tearing loose, but then the fault was ours 
in having speared them too far back, too near the edge or 
through the soft part of the belly. The harpoon was no good 
against octopus because octopus, once penetrated, would crawl 
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right up the shaft and grab you by the arm and we had to 
manicure several of them with our knives to make them let go, 
But we felt confident tackling any ordinary fish and we believed 
that if the necessity arose, two of us together could manage a 
shark — not as you've seen it done in the movies, where a 1: gger 
goes down and knifes a poor brute which has been c:.ught 
with a hook and line, cooked in the broiling sun for hours. had 
its teeth knocked out with a hatchet and then thrown bac‘: into 
the sea three-quarters dead and about as formidable as a \ :ter- 
logged mattress — but really fighting him on the level. 

By the middle of Summer we began to realize that ci vtain 
individual fish spend their time in fixed neighborhoods anc that 
others, like some migratory birds, come back to the same spot 
at the same time year after year. We had known all along that 
many rock fish, such as the sargue and the serre, are confi med 
stay-at-homes and we had come to know a number of the: by 
their first names, but it surprised us to meet a giant lint for 
the third successive August in a little cove where no other ‘inte 
is ever seen. At least three of us saw and recognized him and 
we believed that he recognized us. Then there was a bi: old 
loup who lived in a hole in the base of the jetty of the Port 
Mallet; as a rule loups are nomads, but this fellow didn’t » ove 
twenty yards in seven months. 

Thinking of this and talking it over with the others mad me 
wonder if Merou— Merou the Bonehead, the only merow any 
of us had seen thus far — was not one of these confirmed bh me- 
bodies. Certainly he’d known all the ins and outs of that cr vice 
as though he’d lived there a long time. The rock ledge ov side 
it was a comfortable front porch for him to loll around on, ‘ iere 
were plenty of octopus for him to snag and all in all, if | had 
been a merou, I couldn't have asked for a nicer set-up myse 

The more we discussed it the more likely it seemed that e'd 
find him still in business —a year older, a little bigger but we 
hoped, with arteries and skull no harder. 

On the Twenty-Eighth of September, in calm warm \ ater 
and bright sunshine, four of us went out to look for him. Be- 
cause I remembered the bottom from the year before (some- 
how a goggle fisher acquires the knack of finding his way by the 
bottom, unerringly, and rarely uses landmarks) I had no difficulty 
in leading the caravan to the proper territory. And there on. his 
ledge, looking up at us with his horsey eye, lay Merou the Bone- 
head, exactly as I'd first seen him eleven months before! 

I suppose I should have gone down and mingled with hiin at 
once. I could see his whole body and I believe I could have 
scragged him then and there. But a merou is not to be taken 
lightly, and at least two of our number had legitimate scientific 
reasons for wanting to see such a grand specimen at large. The 
grand specimen, however, had legitimate scientific reasons for 
getting to hell out of there, and he did so with a single caudal 
flip which took him into the crevice and out of sight. It was 
apparent that he didn’t care for crowds. 

Now by all rules of goggling, this merou was my own personal 
fish; and so, with the gesture of a matador ordering his peons 
from the ring and hoping to God that they won't take it seriously, 
I waved my companions away and prepared myself to scttle 
the thing, man to Merou. They swam away twenty yards o1 so 
and lay with their faces under water to witness the drama of 
life and death which all of us felt would shortly unfold. 

As for myself I floated with spear couched and knife loose:ed 
in its sheath, ready to sink down and deal the lethal blow. He 
didn’t come out. I lay there for a long, long time — so long that 
I studied his old homestead in detail, even noting that the sea- 
weed on his ledge —a species of white flower very like the 
gardenia of dry land — had a foot-wide path worn through it by 
the friction of his belly. 

He stuck his head out exactly where I knew he would |! 
went down, just as I had planned and hoped and dreamed nd 
known I'd go down. I drew back my arm, sighted along the 
spear, uncorked my soul and — SMACK! 
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There was a frightful ruction, a brown flash and — Merou the 
Bonehead was gone! When I came to the surface I found that 
the steel shaft of my harpoon was bent two inches out of line. 

Excalibur had failed us! 

Thus ended the goggling for another season. 

io oO ° oO 

One day it was Winter; the next, the swallows were back 
fron: Egypt, the blue was back in the Mediterranean, the franc 
was back at 4¢, and the tourists were back on the French Riviera. 
Lo, it was once more Spring. Our arsenal of super-ultra-per- 
fect.-d spears had been ready, greased and waiting since early 
Feb-uary, and we, the Original Antibes Goggle Fishers, were all 
set o submerge for the annual massacre. 

Cur hopes were high, as you could tell by those new spears. 
Ob: iously, you'll say, I shouldn’t have hit Merou on the head 
wit!) the old one, and there I will agree with you. But the pro- 
fess'onal fishermen, giving ear to my plaint, spat sagely into 
the sea and vowed I'd been pretty lucky not to hit him anywhere 
else. for how, they asked, just how, did I hope to get up to the 
surface with a fish as big as Merou the Bonehead, if ever I drove 
an ron into his body? They knew I stayed out in the sun too 
muh, but even so... And then the Blanchet brothers, who 
mae their living spearing fish from a boat, struck up their oft- 
suns saga of the merou they caught in their youth by cornering 
hin in a hole, jabbing no less than five twelve-toothed gigs into 
hin and wrassling him about for two hours before they could 
foy him into their barque; yes, and later (Second Canto) 
when they got him home, he suddenly came to life, wrecked 
the kitchen, chased Mother Blanchet three times around the 
parlor and ate a framed chromo-lithograph of the Battle of Au- 
ste: litz, glass, tacks and all, before they could calm him with an 
axe. The Blanchets said their merou weighed 37 pounds. I 
believe that Merou the Bonehead would tip the beam at some- 
thiig close to 60. Upon reflection, I was forced to admit that 
he wasn’t exactly a fish you could clown around with underwater. 

ind so I designed a harpoon with a detachable head secured 
to the shaft by a yard of 1/16 inch steel cable and a couple of 
yards of 3/16 inch braided line, the whole strong enough to 
stringle an adult Swede. When the quarry was speared and 
started to fight, the head would slip off the shaft and away he'd 
go at the end of his tether. He could then tow us around, or 
otherwise divert himself, until we could haul him within con- 
venient knifing distance. The spearhead was five inches long, 
and I have seen worse jobs of tempering, edging and pointing 
on antique rapiers catalogued as “princely provenance” and 
signed Thomas Ayala. The steel shaft and wooden handle mea- 
sured six feet six inches over all. The looped-up slack of the line 
was held close against the handle by rubber bands, from which 
it could slip free at the slighest tug. By and large, it looked like 
a formidable weapon, and we solemnly dedicated it to deadi- 
cating Merou the Bonehead if we had to stalk him till we 
sprouted barnacles. 

Before going into the deep water off the cape for a try at big 
game, we thought we’d better test our spears for balance and 
functioning along the Juan-les-Pins beach where, some years 
previously, I introduced goggle fishing to an estounded Europe 
and achieved notoriety as a rare aquatic specimen of North 
American savage. On the stretch between Casino and the Ad- 
miral Courbet Jetty we didn’t see any fish, but we saw plenty 
of goggle fishers. Armed with everything from pitchforks to 
stcel-spiked_ski-sticks, be-goggled Frenchmen, Italians, Span- 
iards, and representatives of the more obscure touristic races 
were porpoising about in the shallows, jabbing away at old rub- 
ber shoes, wilted ice-cream cones and all the teeming wild 
life that a bathing beach affords. The fish, disgusted, had moved 
ovt in a body. Grumbling somewhat, we moved out, too. We 
biked about half-a-mile seawards along the cape to what we 
thought was virgin territory and went in again. 

We hadn’t been swimming five minutes before a goggling 


stranger with a harpoon of sorts came puffing up alongside me, 
bowed as politely as only a Frenchman can bow in the water, 
and said, “Feesh?” 

I withered the fellow with a look, put my face back into the 
Mediterranean and continued my search for something on which 
to test my spear. If I could only run into a seven or eight 
pound loup! — Or a six or seven pound dorade! — Or a five or 
six pound arao! But —I didn’t run into even a two or three inch 
anchovy. All I encountered were unknown but eager goggle 
fishers, all of whom asked the same question — “Feesh?” 

They bobbed up everywhere. The thing was annoying. In the 
past, we had always welcomed aspiring gogglers, gathered them 
to our bosoms and disclosed the cherished secrets of our sport; 
thus, each season, we had seen the popularity of goggling grow 
— seen it, I may say, with some gratification. But never did we 
dream of a day when we'd find ourselves and the fish literally 
crowded out of the water by a horde of polyglot pests. We 
went ashore, cussed, conferred, mounted our bikes and pedalled 
sullenly out to the very end of the Cap. Here, certainly, in full 
sea and deep water, we'd find no goggle fishers. Here probably, 
we'd see plenty of fish. — Merou the Bonehead, for instance! The 
Big Boss himself! — Well, now that we were right in his assembly 
district, why not test the new spears on the very beast for whom 
they were conceived? 

We swam along in the gentle surge beside the wave-washed 





Herr Stresemann of Monaco, Merou the Bonehead’s young cousin. 
This famous big fish. which the German statesman named after 
himself because of the marked resemblance. has lived and flour- 
ished in the Musee Oceanographique for over a quarter of a 
century. He is the personal pet of Dr. Oxner who. when feeding 
him, sometimes shoves his arm into Stresemann’s gullet almost to 
the elbow—a privilege to which Dr. Oxner is entirely welcome. 


rocks, toward the place which we knew to be his residence. We 
wondered if we'd find him lolling on his private balcony-ledge 
outside his hole in the cliff. But — strange! — we couldn't find 
the ledge. In the months since we'd been there, the face of the 
cliff had changed. Then we looked down, down into the dark 
blue, and saw on the bottom a great fragment of riven and 
blasted rock — the wreck of Merou the Bonehead’s balcony! We 
goggled at one another aghast. Somebody — some scoundrel 
with a mule-hoof for a heart (no doubt one of the professional 
fishermen to whom I'd told my story) —had come out during 
the winter and scragged poor Merou with dynamite! 

Well, I can’t begin to tell you how bad we felt. Judging by 
the mighty bulk of Merou and what we knew of the habits of 
his tribe, we believed that he had lived in that same hole for 
well over 100 years. Possibly, in the moonless nights of his 
childhood, he had watched the keels of marauding Algerine 
pirates slide furtively above his balcony; probably, in the flower 
of his youth, he had looked up at the bulbous copper bottom of 
a ship just in from Elba and wondered at the cries of “Vive 
lEpereur!” which came to him, vaguely, across the waters of 
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Golfe Juan. Almost certainly (it would have been only yester- 
day) he had spent blissful hours eating garbage from the galley 
of a little topsail schooner skippered by one Giuseppe Garibaldi, 
for Captain Garibaldi was a native of Nice and _ therefore, 
like Merou, his favorite snack was octopus. . . . 

And now Merou is dead — slain, not by a spear, fighting a 
goggled amphibian of one-tenth of his own strength and getting 
a run for his money, but treacherously, in the night, by a 
poacher’s foul petard! We figured that whoever perpetrated the 
deed had planted the bomb on the balcony, let down a little bag 
of copper sulphate on a line, and, when Merou came storming 
out of the vestibule to complain about the nasty taste in the 
water, touched off the lethal charge. If we had any idea who'd 
done it, we'd have snitched to the Fisheries Patrol, although 
snitching on dynamite poachers in this part of the Mediterranean, 
as elsewhere, is a very good way to get your jaw in a plaster cast. 

Slowly we swam away, our goggles misted with our tears. We 
did not offer ourselves trite proverbial consolation about plenty 
of other fish being left in the sea, because, too obviously, they 
were scarcer than mermaids in the Mojave. And even a school 
of tunny wouldn’t have made up for poor Merou! 

“ — Fisch?” 

I swallowed my grief and jerked my head out of water, all 
in one motion. What I saw wasn’t French, Italian, English or 
Spanish. His cheeks were apple pink, his blond hair was cropped 
to the ivory, and his eyes behind his goggls were the Beautiful 
Blue the Danube is supposed to be, but isn’t. He might have 
been an Austrian, a Hungarian, a Czech — certainly, he was a 
Kraut of some kind, and he had come far out to sea. 

“Fisch?” he repeated, smiling hopefully. “You see pig fisch? 
Yes, Mister Kilbetrig?” 

Now this, on top of everything, was too much. “My friend,” 
I said coldly, “spell ‘big’ with a B, my name with a G, mind your 
P’s and Q’s and your own business, and maybe, someday, you'll 
be able to speak English. Gangway, please!” 

He looked puzzled for a moment and then brightened up. 
“You see pig fisch?” he inquired. 

“No,” and my voice was weary. “No! — All I see around here 
is no fish, spelled with a capital N. There isn’t a merou, with an 
M. There isn’t a loup, with an L. There isn’t an arao, with an 
A. This year, my dear Herr Kraut, there are just simply no fish. 
— N-O, no fish — on this side of Cap d’Antibes.” 

He seemed delighted by the news. “Ach?” he exclaimed, gloat- 
ingly. “Pig fisch! Yes, Mister Kilpetrig?” 

I checked my spear just in time and headed for shore with a 
sigh. He’d have been almost as tough a test for that forged and 
tempered point as poor old Merou the Bonehead! 
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Thus ended the first day. The second saw no improvement, 
nor did the ensuing weeks. As the Spring wore into Summer, 
things went from bad to worse. The professional fishermen, like 
ourselves, were beefing that they'd never known a rottener 
season. They blamed it on the sharks. One day, swimming up 
from a deep but fruitless dive off the Pointe de la Garoupe, two 
Blue Sharks streaked across just over my head in sheer mad panic 
at sight of me. They passed so close that they sounded like 
speed boats and the smell of them was still with me when I 
took breath at the surface. The Blanchet brothers reported 
giant hammerheads out in the bay. One of these hammerheads, 
an old tramp, fourteen feet long, swam round and round their 
boat, begging for a handout. When Fat Blanchet picked up a 
spear and bade him begone, the poor hobo simply hunched his 
shoulders, hit the cinders, and beat it while his shoes were good. 
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Driven from our own happy hunting grounds, we took to stray- 
ing far afield. The best spots we found were at the base of the 
Estérel mountains, accessible only to boats from one side and 
goats from the other. It was a long way and a great nuisance 
to go there, but we had no place else to fish. It was in ‘hese 
waters that I caught my first merou—a mere pygmy compared 
to the late, great Bonehead, but big enough to show m« the 
mettle of the tribe. I was swimming above a submerged rock 
off the village of Anthéor when I spotted him lying on the sand 
bottom, over to one side. I figured he would start for horse as 
soon as he saw me, so I swam down to a crack which I tok to 
be the door of his house and stationed myself within range b: side 
it. Just then he spied me and — sure enough — he heade: for 
the crack. As he flashed past I let him have it, just behin: the 
gills. The spear drove clear through him, its head deta: ing 
from the shaft as per specifications. Into the crevice he © ent, 
trailing the line after him. I tried to yank him out, but it was 
no go. I put both feet against the face of the rock and hi iled 
with all my force. He didn’t budge. I started up for air, f. und 
that my line wasn’t quite long enough to reach the surface. and 
had to let the harpoon go. It sank down and by great good ck 
toppled right across the crack. Seeing it there, apparently >ar- 
ring his way, the merou wouldn’t dare come out and swim ; vay 
with it, but I believed it would take several more spears to | ing 
him into camp. The rest of the fleet were swimming somew .ere 
in the neighborhood, but though I whistled and yelled for fii cen 
minutes, none of them heard me. Finally I dived, grabbec the 
spear handle and peered into the crevice. There he was! \ ith 
the headless shaft, I poked him in the side, sock-o, as har as 
I could; then, hoping he was groggy, I gave a mighty heavy: on 
the line to fetch him out. I fetched him out, all right, bu’ he 
wasn't groggy. He zoomed and swooped and bucked on the 
end of the line; he gashed me with his fins and butted me \ ith 
his head. Try as I would (and did!) I couldn’t hold him within 
knife range long enough to give him the works. Finally he 
tangled the line around my legs —poor strategy, becaus« it 
snubbed him in closer. He turned head downwards, giving me 
a good shot at his opened gill. I slid the spear shaft into it ind 
out through his mouth. Then, of course, we went right uy to 
the sunshine. 

That fish weighed 9 pounds, or only one-fourteenth as muc!) as 
I, but he was trained to a hair and packed an awful wallop for 
his weight. I thanked my stars that I, too, had always lived an 
outdoor life when I wasn’t in the house, never drinking anything 
stronger than whiskey except vodka and rarely smoking more 
than one cigarette at a time. 

On the way home from Anthéor that evening, we stopp - 
for dinner in a brasserie at Cannes, Charlie, who runs the plac 
sat down with us and started to talk fishing. He wanted to know 
why we bothered to go clear down into the Estérel when we 
could have snch fine sport at home. 

We gave him the old horse laugh and told him the reason— 
that this year there wasn’t so much as a sandwichful of sardines 
in all the Gulf of Juan. 

“Well, that’s funny!” said Charlie. “There was a goggle: 
here the other night who told me the biggest fish on the coast 
lived on the reef this side of the Cape.” 

“Huh!” I scoffed. “Anybody else ever see them?” 

“Why, he said he’d seen you out there watching them, way 
back in the Spring.” 

“He lies in his gullet,” I said. “Who is the fellow, anyway?” 

Charlie shrugged. “An Austrian or a Czech or something. Cot 
his head shaved. But he swears they're whoppers—enormous— 
too big to spear. He said you called them nono-fish.” 

“W-what?” 

I smacked myself on the forehead and kicked myself on ihe 
sentlemen,” I said, “I won’t be fishing with you tomor- 
row. There’s a little private matter I really must attend to.” 
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shore of Cap d’Antibes is a big rock reef called Le Rascoui. When 
the Mistral blows, the rollers comb up on it, but in average 
weather you wouldn’t know it was there. The top of this reef, 
ys it were the roof of it, is only ten or twelve feet under water, 
put the sides go down so deep that in many places you lose 
ight of the bottom and look into shadowy blue infinity with 
yothing on which to focus your eyes. Gazing down too long 
makes your vision go blurry, and then the only thing to do is 
shake your head violently and stare at your hand or your spear 
pin’ until things get looking right again. Here and there the 
diffs have split open and tumbled down rocks the ‘size of cot- 
tage'; When the sun is high, its broken rays shoot over the jag- 
ged -dges of these fissures like pale searchlights, but most of the 
day the holes in the Rascoui are dark. Sometimes, when you 
win off the roof over one on the abysmal places and look down 
the vertical cliffs that rise out of nothing, it is so much like bits 
ff d eams which you can’t quite remember that it does funny 
thin ‘s to you. 


ut as I swam along above the chasms that day, I was busy 
thin ing about something else. Suppose—just suppose—old Merou 








A small merou. The spear head, driven clear through him, has 
detached; it is shown just behind the gill. This is an excellent 
spot to strike a fish, but if you land a trifle further ahead, you 
may hit a gill plate and not go through. 


the Bonehead hadn’t been at home, that winter night when the 
yeggs touched off the bomb on his doorstep. Returning to find 
his front porch blasted off and the water in the neighborhood 
foul with nitro-glycerine, where would he have been most likely 
to seek new quarters? Why, right here on the reef, on the Ras- 
coui! That goggling Kraut, with his tales of the giant Nono—had 
he really seen something? Hadn't he actually seen Merou the 
Bonehead? 

I was over a cliff which plunged straight down for a way 
and then slanted gently inward until it was lost in the murk. 
Just below the slant, where visibility began to fade, I thought 
I saw a shape even darker than the blue-water darkness. It 
seemed to be moving, though maybe I only imagined it. I lay 
flo ting for a long time, straining my eyes and trying to fix them 
on the something which I wasn’t sure was there. A linte came 
swimming along, his back aglow like a four-foot amethyst and 
his big teeth chalky white in the gloom as he chawed in rum- 
invtion. Suddenly he stopped, wheeled and hung poised with 





his pectoral fins straight out, like the wings of a dragon fly, look- 
ing at— well, whatever I was looking at. Another linte joined 
him, and another and another, until four of the big blue jewels 
were hovering there below me, all pointing into the cliff-shadow 
with their snouts. The chance was too good to miss. I blew out 
my air and went down the face of the cliff. The lintes were 
deeper than they looked, and below 30 feet the pressure was 
severe. I felt the water forcing into my sinuses; the suction inside 
my goggles hurt my eyes, and though my ears were plugged, 
they felt as though twin tooth-aches had migrated north and 
settled there. I slid in amongst the lintes without disturbing 
them, drew a bead on the biggest and let drive. I missed him by 
a mile and... 

There was a surge in the water that pushed me sideways— 
a ripping, rending sound. The cliff wall seemed to be toppling 
over on me through a cloud of mud. My first thought was of 
dynamite; my second, which was stepping on its heels, was to 
get back to the surface. On the way, blue lintes and other great 
fish kept flashing past me in the mud cloud. I got to a clear spot 
and there at my shoulder, swimming up beside me was—Merou 
the Bonehead! Himself! Even the tentacles of the octopus which 
he had ripped off the wall of the cliff, for fear the lintes or I 
would beat him to it, and which now thrashed and squirmed 
around his face, couldn’t disguise the Grand Old Man of the 
Mediterranean! The octopus was shooting ink. The noise I’d 
heard was his suction cups tearing loose from the mud-slimed 
rocks. 

I got to the surface, gulped some air, and looked down. Six 
lintes were zipping around in the shallow on top of the reef, 
all trying to catch up to Merou and hijack him out of his meal. 
They were pelting along for all they were worth, but though he 
didn’t seem to be exerting himself, he had no trouble keeping 
them astern. Three more lintes joined the tag game—twenty to 
thirty pound ones, but puny compared to the patriarch. Except 
for his mumpy jowls and the octopus in his mouth, he looked 
like one of the mountainous champion bulls you see at county 
fairs. From time to time, without slowing down, he’d give a sort 
of jerky gulp, and with each gulp I could see a little less of the 
octopus. 

I don’t know exactly how long this mill went on, but it was 
long enough to remind me of the part in Buffalo Bill’s show 
where the Congress of Rough Riders of the World—Sioux, Chey- 
ennes, Mexicans, Cowboys and the whiskery Cossacks from the 
Don— tore round and round the arena in a madly rushing serpen- 
tine. Suddenly Merou headed my way and I saw he planned to 
pass under me. The lintes sheered off. I sank down and got a 
good flying start. He turned on his side, rolled his china door- 
knob of an eye, and gave me a target like the hull of a mudscow. 
Less than a yard away, I could see every spot and scar and scale 
on his body. 

“Merou!” I said. “Now’s your time!” 

The spear struck just behind his left gill. It bounced off him 
like a broomstick off a truck tire. As I flopped to the surface to 
see whether or not my arm was broken. I saw him stop, glance 
up as though to thank me for scaring off the lintes, and then 
fall peacefully to chawing his octopus. 

Well, my arm wasn’t broken, but the elbow wouldn’t work 
right. As I floated there, rubbing it, a voice from beside me said, 
“Fisch? You see der pig Nono-Fisch, Mister Kilbetrig?” 

“Ja ja,” I told him. “And now, my dear Kraut, if you'll just 
listen closely while you're helping me get ashore, vou'll learn 
a whole flock of new words in English.” 


Next month... 
“Octopus” 
and 
“Goggles” 





Chapters Three and Four 
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Under the crystal clear water of Silver Springs, the ‘Makos’ signed their constitution. Now 
there is another first . . . an underwater club has organized underwater. This new diving 
club is one of the few in central Florida. They have banded together for better recreation. 
accident prevention, and conservation of natural resources. Werner Fisher. 
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Underwater Amberjack Record—71-!5s.- j 
by Ken Simpson. Florida Keys. Ken is} 4% ly 
a member of the 1955 National Urder- 4 &¢SeS 
Lifeguards Jerry Bright, John De Bona and Ray Pfister of New York eliminated the water Spearfishing Champions, the Vew mosp 
above 500 pound menace from the surf off Shirley Beach. The Thresher required three York Blackfish. Champions and records gen % 





spears and some knife weilding. Tail and all, he measured 13 feet four inches. mix well, tence 
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It is essential for physicians to become 
acquainted in a general way with the 
prot lems of a diver’s environment. To- 
wary this understanding it is important 
to r-view Boyle’s law. This law states 
that if the temperature is constant, the 
volu ne of a gas varies inversely with the 
pressure. Hence, the greater the pressure, 
the smaller the gas volume. At sea level 
the sir in our atmosphere exerts on the 
bod» a pressure of 14.7 lb. per square 
incl. or one atmosphere absolute. For 
eac’ 33 ft. below the surface of the water 
the pressure is increased by an addi- 
tior al 14.7 lb. per square inch. So like- 
wis’ by doubling the pressure from sur- 
fac’ to a depth of 33 ft., the volume of 
air at a depth of 33 ft. would occupy 
hal’ the volume formerly occupied at 
the surface. At a depth of 66 ft. the pres- 
sur» would be three atmospheres abso- 
lute (43.1 lb. per square inch) with the 
gas at that level reduced to one-third its 
orizinal surface volume. Therefore at 
a depth of 300 ft. below the surface the 
pressure would be ten atmospheres (147 
lb. per square inch), with a tenth of 
former surface volume of gas. An impor- 
tant factor to recognize at this point is 
that at shallow depths the changes in 
gas volume are greater than at deeper 
depths. For example. going from the 
surface to 33 ft., a given volume of gas 
would be reduced 50%. A compressed 
gas then starting at 33 ft. doubles its 
volume on returning to the surface. At 
deeper depths, for example, going from 
a depth of 270 to 300 ft. there is an in- 
crease of one atmosphere (14.7 lb. per 
square inch) of pressure but a change 
in gas volume of approximately 1%. 
Thus the large fluctuation in gas volume 
near the surface is of importance in 
limiting a diver’s compressed air sup- 
ply, in equalizing pressure on eardrums 
and sinuses, and in recognizing and pre- 
venting air embolism. 

The law of partial pressures states 
that the pressure of a gas mixture is 
ecual to the sum total of the partial 
pressures of all the gases contained in 
the mixture. Also within a mixture of 
gases, each gas exerts a pressure (par- 
ticl pressure) independent of all other 
geses in the mixture. In our surface at- 
mosphere the partial pressures of nitro- 
gon and oxygen are of greatest impor- 
tence. Under the increase of pressure, 





Physics and Psychology of Diving 


By WILLIAM T. BURNS, M.D. 


(Reprinted by permission from The Journal of the 
American Medical Association, Sept. 3, 1955, Vol. 159.) 


carbon dioxide poisoning, carbon mon- 
oxide poisoning, oxygen poisoning, and 
nitrogen narcosis all appear to be re- 
lated to the partial pressure of the par- 
ticular gas rather than the total pressure 
of the air at a specific depth. The total 
volume of a gas that can be dissolved 
in a fluid is directly proportional to the 
absolute pressure. This factor is of im- 
portance relative to nitrogen absorbtion 
by the body during a descent into the 
water and the release of the gas again 
by the body when surfacing. If sufficient 
nitrogen dissolves in tissues, then on 
rapid ascent the gas evolves from the 
tissues faster than the blood stream can 
carry it away, bubbles can form to block 
capillary blood flow, producing symp- 
toms of anoxia to the tissue supplied by 
the capillaries. This bubble formation is 
the etiological factor in caisson disease 
or “the bends.” 

Temperature exerts its effect on the 
body in the water. Ordinarily body cool- 
ing takes place by convection and evap- 
oration. Underwater almost all heat 
transfer is due to conduction from the 
skin to the water. Cold water can pro- 
duce a marked drop in body temperature 
unless some type of insulating suit is 
worn. Lower water temperatures increase 
the body metabolism, resulting in a 
more rapid use of the diver’s air supply. 
Water density. tides, currents, and poor 
visibility are also factors to be reckoned 
with in the realm of the diver. 

A more specific review of the gases 
in our environment should be made. 
since it is the effect that the above laws 
of physics has on these gases that makes 
the diver’s world so different from his 
normal habitat. Oxygen occurs in a 
free state in the atmosphere, of which 
is forms about 20% by volume. At rest 
at atmospheric pressure. approximately 
one-fifth of the oxygen in each breath is 
absorbed by the body. Violent exercise 
may increase the amount of oxygen re- 
quired ten times that needed at rest. 
Applying our gas laws to the diver’s 
oxygen supply, it is seen that if he uses 
a tank of compressed air, which would 
supply him with enough oxygen to 
breathe for an hour on the surface, at 
a depth of 33 ft. of water the volume of 
the gas available in the compressed air 
tank would be one-half; hence it follows 
that he will have one-half (30 minutes) 


the air supply at this depth, all other 
factors remaining constant. If the diver 
descends to 66-ft., the volume of gas 
available will be a third that at the sur- 
face and would supply the diver with 
20 minutes of breathing. Vigorous exer- 
cise or cold water temperatures may also 
further limit the compressed air supply. 
It is important to plan a dive ahead of 
time so as not to stay too long at a par- 
ticular depth and exceed the available 
oxygen supply. Oxygen lack deadens the 
faculties, and loss of consciousness may 
occur quickly before a person realizes 
what has happened. 

Nitrogen, by way of review, comprises 
about 79% of our air supply. At atmos- 
pheric pressure nitrogen has no effect 
on the body except to serve as a diluent 
for oxygen. Under pressure nitrogen has 
two important effects on the body. A nar- 
cotizing effect occurs at about four at- 
mospheres absolute (approximately 100 
ft.). The effect is similar to the euphoria 
occurring with alcoholic intoxication. 
At depths of 300 ft. (ten atmospheres) 
this is to such a degree as to make at- 
tempts to accomplish work impractical. 
Nitrogen, as the pressures of increasing 
depths are reached, continues to dissolve 
in the body tissues. Nitrogen dissolves 
in fatty tissues to a marked degree. The 
ratio of fat to water solubility is approx- 
imately 5:1. Hence, it is easy to see that 
with an excess of fat in the body there 
is an increased ability for the body to 
retain nitrogen and also an increased 
tendency for an obese individaul to be 
more susceptible to caisson disease. 

Another gas of our normal environ- 
ment is carbon dioxide. which is known 
as a natural product of respiration. It 
comprises about 0.04% of the normal 
air. Concentrated by low temperatures, 
increased pressures, and inadequate 
ventilation, carbon dioxide builds up. 
When the amount in inspired air reaches 
5%, panting occurs: 8% produces in- 
creased respiratory distress: 10° pro- 
duces loss of consciousness. Warning 
signs of excess carbon dioxide are pant- 
ing. fatigue, headache, dizziness, and 
nausea. Symptoms of carbon dioxide 
poisoning do not occur in “open-circuit” 
breathing apparatus described above be- 
cause exhaled air is blown outside the 
river's mask. With a homemade helmet 
or mask carbon dioxide increases can 
quickly occur if insufficient air is al- 
lowed to circulate through the helmet or 
mask. The above laws of physics and 
facts concerning the gases of the diver’s 
atmosphere are presently to briefly show 
the physician’s reasons for the import- 
ance of safety in diving and the im- 
portance of good health for the par- 
ticipants, ** 
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Philip Nash, still and movie photographer took this unusual shot off Haiti of Gustav Dalla Valle with his subdued Mako. 


Colombian... 


SHARK ATTACKS 


By HERNAN ECHAVARRIA 


We have been skin diving for the 
past eight years in the Caribbean off the 
coast of Colombia without trouble from 
sharks or barracudas . . . in fact we had 
come to regard them as cowards, easily 
driven off if you did not show too much 
fear. But a few days ago we had an acci- 
dent which could have been serious. | 
think it is appropriate that other divers 
learn from our experience. 

I was in about four fathoms of water 
with two young boys aged 11 and 12. 
One of them had just taken a large 
grouper and I was accompanying them to 
the boat when we were attacked by a 
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small shark about five feet long. Here are 
the main facts about the shark which 
I think are important for others to 
know. 

The shark came up to us very rapidly. 
Perhaps it was summoned by the blood 
and noise of the grouper. He stood about 
six feet away and below us, most of the 
time he remained still and then he went 
around us several times. 

None of the things that I had done 
before to drive sharks away had any 
effect on this one. 1 even prodded him 
gently with the point of my harpoon. 
He was not interested in me and slowly 
moved away. 


The shark then circled around and 
bit the foot of the boy that held the 
grouper, although by this time we were 
all huddled together. The boy’s {oot 
was badly hurt but it was saved by the 
rubber fin which came off in the shark’s 
mouth. 

The shark attacked slowly, kind of 
tentatively, and an experienced diver 
could have driven him off if armed 

The shark made off when I speared 
him and dropped the gear. I should 
have done this from the start. Besi:les 
the boy should have thrown off the 
fish when the shark appeared. 

It is very difficult to identify a shark 
under these conditions. To me this par- 
ticular shark was one of those common 
sharks often taken on hooks in the Car ib- 
bean called Black Tipped. It is not s»p- 
posed to attack man. My advice to all 
those skin diving in southern waters is 
to stay near the boat at all times. W/ en 
danger appears jump in the boat ead 
give the fish to the shark. = 

























South Australian 
WS 






By DAVE FORDHAM 


At the conclusion of a year which our 
meteorologists gleefully described as the 
second coldest and third wettest on rec- 
ford. we are all just about ready to turn 
jn our masks and snorkels. However. 
John Mitchell decided to travel the 500 
miles to Streaky Bay in search of clear 
yates and there met friend Peter Bar- 
yett-l.ennard of the Western Australian 
dub who made the 1500 mile trip to 
gamj'e South Australian fishing — it 
paid dividends for the boys landed 70- 
pound Blue Groper on each of the first 
three days. After eight days Peter had 
land d 10 grouper aggregating 364-lbs. 
whil-t John landed six weighing st Yd b- 
bs. At this stage a halt was called a 

the mere mention of cooking groper 
caused the local residents to shudder 
and iastily walk away. 


















One local decided he would try the 
sor’ so the boys outfitted him, waded 
with him into four feet of water, gave 
brie! instructions and launched him. On 
the ‘hird flipper kick he came nose to 
nose with a shark that was as curious 
a our friend was horrified—not an aus- 
picious commencement. 

















The sharks in this area are particu- 
larly numerous and though many ten 
pot specimens of Bronze Whaler were 
countered whilst spearing in relatively 
thallow water. none troubled the spear- 
men. Streaky Bay is the mecca for the 
Big-zame fishermen—and world record 
White Pointer and Mako have been 
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Panama. Photo by Tony Mann, 


caught—it would seem that unless lured 
these sharks seldom prowl the shallows 
(thank goodness), as do the Whalers. 

Whilst on the tale of sharks—one of 
our junior members was having a glor- 
ious time recently catching harmless four 
foot Port Jackson sharks by hand. en- 
joving a short underwater tow before 
releasing them. Finally spied the tail 
of a monster protruding from under a 
ledge. so swam down, grabbed the tail. 
braced his legs and heaved mightily. 
Alas. for his poor fish identification. for 
junior found himself with a large sample 
of extremely annoyed Carpet shark that 
had every intention of using a faceful 
of sharp teeth if junior didn’t stop 


Ten foot shark photographed in Hollandes Keys. San Blas Islands. off Atlantic Coast of 


mucking about—junior stopped. and got 
the h— out. fast. 


Have just finished speaking with a 
newspaper writer who has rewritten data 
supplied by me—in one instance quoting 
that sharks will vanish at the stamp of 
a foot—the Editor insisting that the slap 
of a flipper on the surface being im- 
agined from his wording. In my imagin- 
ation it conjures a thought of the non- 
chalant spearmen casually strolling along 
the bottom idly looking for his supper. 
Amidst the thunder of the sea, the vil- 
lain, a 30 foot White Pointer appears on 
the scene vigorously twirling its dorsal 
fin and casting evil looks at our hero. 
Petulantly. the spearman stamps his foot 
on the sea bed. a look of terror crosses 
the Pointer’s face and with convulsive 
shudders slinks from the stage. amidst 
the cheers from wildly gesticulating ab- 
alones, for our hero. Newspapers! ! 
Sometimes its a tossup whether their 
pseudo sensationalism does more harm 
than good. 


I regret that we have lost another 
spearman through drowning —a 15 year 
old lad had received a full kit of gear 
for Xmas and was using it in relatively 
deep water adjacent to a reef and jetty. 
Many people saw him under the water, 
but rescue was only accomplished too 
late by a spearman who had just retired 
to the beach some 300-yards away. It 
is believed that the lad had become 
caught and entangled in his own spear- 
gun line. This type of accident has hap- 
pened twice before to my knowledge— 
the moment of panic preventing the vic- 
tim from making use of his knife. And 
panic is a state that no amount of pub- 
licity or education will overcome. ™ 
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a Ss 
... aboard the luxurious, motorized, sail ship, 
“XARIFA” and under the expert guidance of the 
noted marine biologist, Dr. Hans Hass. 
All-inclusive rates via the Luxury, Swiss Air Flights 
to Zurich, Cairo and Suez. 

Write for free information: J. L. des Cognets 
SaFAR! Qutritters REPRESENTATIVE AGENCY 
Exclusive U.S.A. Agents 
Fugazy Travel Bureau © 351 Ave. of Americas © N.Y. 14, N.Y. 
SWISSAIR © 10 West 49th St. © N.Y., N.Y. 














ENTERPRISES 


9642 E. Artesia Blvd., Bellflower, Calif. 
TOrrey 7-0611 
Dolphin Underwater Exposure Suits 














SKIN DIVING FILM AND UNDERWATER 
CAMERA CASES 
Reel +1—Lung Diving Adventures: 


PRICE per reel 
8mm _ 50 ft. black and white silent $ 2.95 


8mm _ 50 ft. color silent 8.95 
16mm 100 ft. black and white silent 7.00 
16mm 100 ft. color silent 17.00 
Reel +2—Beginners instructional film on lung 

diving 


Reel +3—1Intermediate instructional film on 
lung diving 

Reel +4—Action skin diving 

Reel +5—Caribbean Sea Gardens 


PRICES for each reel 2, 3, 4, 5 

100 ft. 8mm black and white silent $ 5.95 
100 ft. 8mm color silent 18.00 
200 ft. 16mm black and white silent 14.00 
200 ft. 16mm color silent 34.00 
Reel +6—End of the Line 

16mm 400 ft. color and sound $120.00 
Reel +7—Blue Continent 

16mm 700 ft. color and sound $195.00 


We make underwater films to advertise your 
products—ten years experience. 


Dealer for SAMPSON 16mm Underwater 
Movie Camera Case 


Money orders or cashiers checks—no rentals 


FISHER MATHISON PRODUCTIONS 
3515 E. First Street, 
Long Beach 3 California 


Phone HEmlock 8-2851 
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A Personal Account 
from Hawaii... 


Waikiki 
Shark 


(As told to BORIS SOJKA by DAVE LLOYD) 


Just after we got back from the States 
“Spook” and I went diving at Waikiki. 
I had a nice string of parrot fish weigh- 
ing between 4-and 8-lbs. I had them 
tied on a stringer around my waist, the 
fish were just below my feet. I felt a 
sharp jerk around my middle and | 
thought “Spook” was playing games with 
me. When I turned around I was look- 
ing into two little yellow eyes which 
were about 18 inches apart. 

It was a great white shark. 

The darn thing had my fish in its 
mouth. I pulled what was left of my 
string out of his mouth and let him have 
it right between the eyes with my spear 
gun. He took off, made a turn and came 
back at me with his mouth open. The 
darn fish made six passes at me. Every- 
time he came at me I stuck him in the 
nose with my gun. He didn’t want the 
fish. He wanted me. 

I backed onto the reef near the swim- 
ming pool. The only wound I got out 
of the encounter was a scrapped chest 
swimming onto the reef. The shark is 
still around. 

Recently Val and his wife were diving 
at Port Lock. When he spotted what 
they thought to be a six foot shark lying 
on the bottom. Val had his camera and 
swam over to get some pictures of it. 
The shark saw Val and came at him, 
stopping just under his fins. The thing 
turned out to be 14-feet long. He was 
the same one | met up with earlier. The 
sharks mouth was open, the mouth was 
wider than Val’s shoulders. The shark 
stayed with them about ten minutes and 
when he finally left he turned Val head 
over heels in the water. Val was so scared 
that he forgot to take any pictures. I’m 
not diving at that end of the island until 
that shark is shot or goes away. He must 
weigh at least 1500-lbs. You should 
see him. He looks like a sub, he’s so 
big. I’ve been having nightmares about 
the shark since I ran into him. >=» 
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of 


1955 


SKIN DIVER 


Magazine 
Available Now!! 
Volume IV 


$8.00 - 


Volume IV (all of the 1° 355 
issues) are bound in the sé ne 
library canvas covering as fp e- 
vious years. Truly a valuale 
book for your bookshelf. 


Send check or money order to 


“Bound Volume” 
Skin Diver Magazin: 


P.O. Box 128 
Lynwood Califor sia 
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“Make It Yourself Suit’ 


We have found foam Neoprene 
with a zipper jacket and zipper 
pants the easiest to make and 
warmest to wear. 


Kit includes Neoprene, non- 
corrode jacket and pants zip- 
per, seam reinforcement, ce- 
ment and_ instructions, with 
patterns that make it easy to 
“make it yourself.’ 





Write for Free Catalog 


FENJOHN UNDERWATER PHOTO 


& EQUIPMENT CO. 
90 Cricket Ave. 
Ardmore, Pa. 
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JNDERWATER RESCUE UNIT 
(OR CALIFORNIA FLOODS 
By DALE E. ROE 


Divers from the Alameda County 
Sheri'!’s Underwater Rescue unit helped 
yith evacuation in the Niles-Alvarado 
wea ‘luring the Christmas floods. 

A (30-man unit, 93 members partici- 
pated during the critical period Decem- 
ber 2? to Christmas day. They were cal- 
kd iito service, through their radio- 
equipped cars, by Civil Defense authori- 
ties, ! eaded by Sheriff Jack Gleason. Air 
tanks and equipment and radio unit were 
st u;) at the edge of the flood area, and 
men n small units worked out into the 
food: d sections. They headquartered 
frst t Niles and later moved to Alvara- 
do. he rest of December and through 
the frst two days of January, the unit 
was on a round-the-clock alert. 

This unit was organized as the Sher- 
ifs | nderwater Rescue unit in October. 
1954 Since then the unit has been called 
out «n many body-recovery operations. 
Just 1 few days prior to the floods some 
men from the unit had gone to Bethel 
lslan 1 in Contra Costa county to search 
for and recover the body of a man who 
had «lrowned. The men in the unit have 
included Civil Defense and police train- 
ing ia their work-and-study sessions. >> 
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The New 
LOW LOOK! 





hop Top Trunks 


(Hl. at right) 
Interlined inner 
supporter * Hidden 
change pocket 

* Side zipper for 
trim fit * Hip- 
vugging trunks 
designed for all-day 
comfort * Red 
Check Dan River 
Cotton or White 
or Navy Twill. 
Sizes 28-36 


Only $4.95 ppd 




















Skindiver 


(Il. at left) 
in snug satin lastex for 
trim appearance. Red, 
Royal, Maize, Black, 

or White. Sizes 27-36 


Only $3.95 ppd 










Send 25c¢ coin for photo catalog of HIS ‘n 
HERS BIKINIS, Skindiver Swim Briefs, and 
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(Refunded with purchase.) 
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SHARK ATTACKS 


(Continued from Page 19) 


menace. For example, Southern Califor- 
nia seems to have the heaviest concen- 
tration of active underwater spearfisher- 
men in the world, with few incidents 
reported, while no maulings have been 
reported in the Gulf of California. 


2. A universal rule would seem to be 
that remaining in an area with refuse, 
bloody or crippled fish in the water is a 
definite menace, and many so-called 
harmless sharks can be vicious in these 
conditions (example: wobbegong epi- 
sode in Australia). 


3. Threatening movements, shouting. 
splashing, or a buddy diving on an on- 
rushing shark have in most cases been 
effective in frightening away the shark. 
However here too sharks are unpredict- 
able (example: Wake episode, Rhodes 
in Canton, and others), and in a group 
of excited sharks any method except 
getting out of the water is suicidal. 


1. If a victim has been bitten, the 
shark seems to return to the original 
prey (example. Fiji and Pacific Grove 
incidents). 


This has been an attempt to gather 
verified information on shark attacks. 
This is just a beginning, and there are 
many gaps (example: Gulf of Mexico) in 
this article, and corrections to be made, 
so if everyone contributed his exper- 
iences it would be a help to all of us in 
dealing with the shark menace. 


The emphasis here has been on the 
shark threat. In the future perhaps the 
same approach, compiling everyone's 
findings. could be given to other menaces 
to the underwater spearfishermen—for 
example, eels, seals, rip tides. surf, and 
physiological difficulties encountered. >= 





Twice a day fiddler crabs change color. 
During the day they are inky bluish: 
they are pale at night. The clocklike 
changes happen even in constant illum- 
ination. The effect is enhanced if they 
are placed below a thick sheet of lead, 
thereby making the cosmic ray bom- 
bardment more effective. (from the “Sea- 
farer”’) 





At a depth of 165 feet (pressure 5 at- 
mospheres), breathing air (21% oxy- 
gen) is equivalent to breathing pure 
oxygen at the surface. This can be done 
without harm for several days. At 330 
feet, the partial pressure of oxygen is 
the same as that of pure oxygen at 30 
feet and thus, this is about the limit of 
compressed air diving. (from the “Sea- 


farer’’) 
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Simpler... 
Safer 








| (Pat. pending) 


SPEAR GUN 


| 
! 
$995 
| LIST 
Here’s a spear gun whose accu- 
\ 


racy and handling ease will 
: delight you...whose simplicity 
| assures dependability every 
| time .. . and whose low price 
i} will make you want to buy at 
i once! It’s safer, too. No trigger 
to cause accidental discharge. 
New non-slip finger grips 
and fin on the molded fiber- 
glass gun assure you of a 
firm grip, help you aim easier 
and shoot with more power. 
Rubber bands can be re- 
placed quickly and easily, if 
need be. Tiger Shark is the 
most practical spear gun ever 
offered. See your dealer, 
or write to 





DIVING CORPORATION 
OF AMERICA 


722 S.W. 8th Street 
Miami, Florida 
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SPECIAL NOTICE 


The company manufacturing those great 





WUAVEM GNA 


CO2 SPEARGUNS, SPEARGUN REELS, SNORKELS, FACE PLATES, 
FOOT LOADERS, WEIGHT BELTS and other top underwater gear 


is now called 


MARK MARINE INC. 


112A Commonwealth Ave. Fullerton, California 








VIRGIN ISLANDS 


“SKIN DIVERS’ PARADISE” 
SKIN DIVERS Aqua-Lungs—Hydro Pak— Divair 
Underwater Cameras 
; for sale or for rent 
at spearfishermen Ss TANKS REFILLED 
headquarters Most complete stock of 
Underwater equipment in the 


TRADE WINDS HOTEL Caribbean 
on beautiful Brewers Bay S & M. CARON 
P.O. Box 1242 P. O. Box 315 


SAINT THOMAS — __ U.S. VIRGIN ISLANDS 


will find special rates 








ALL WET? SUIT LEAK? BOTHERED BY “SQUEEZE” 
IT‘S TIME FOR A CHANGE! 


Try the new Polar Underwear 
Constructed of close cell foam plastic, this suit will keep you warm even though sopping 
wet. A full length undrwear kit, it comes ready to make. 


All pieces clearly marked and pre-cut for rapid assembly. Complete with brush, glue, 
zipper, and instructions, all for 


$19.95 


Comes in three sizes: Small, Medium, and Large. 
Send measurements with order. 
Write for free material sample — Dealer inquiry invited. 
FROGMAN SUPPLY COMPANY 
4407 S.E. Milwaukee Avenue Portland 2, Oregon 
BE 5-4886 — 5-9 Weekdays — 9-5 Saturdays 








AUTHENTIC 


TREASURE MAP 


AND GUIDE TO OVER 


200 Sunken Ships in 
Southern California Waters 


INCLUDES BOOK REFERENCES AND SOURCES OF INFORMATION 


Informative and Decorative 
PRINTED IN 4 COLORS ON 17x22 PARCHMENT 


For Your Copy, Send $1.00 to 
TREASURE MAP, DEPT. A, 1001 W. OLIVE STREET, BURBANK, CALIFORNIA 
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KILLERS OR COWARDS 


(Continued from Page 11) 


than the shark when his anger or ! unger 
has been aroused. 


Just about every nameable sea fauna 
has been discovered inside his st« mach, 
from thick ropes of wieldy octopi. yards 
long tunny (often entirely intact) ‘o seg. 
ments of human anatomy. A; 1 the 
shark’s ability to defeat and eve: ‘ually 
sink the black mountain of the a js 
not a fable either. There is the glo ‘iator 
shark, a not very large shark as harks 
go. who parasitically feeds off « and 
ultimately kills the largest of wha 
the Alaskan sperm whale (sometim : sey. 
enty tons!) How? By pursuing an. dog. 
ging it until such time as the giant pens 
his steamshovel mouth whereup« « the 
gladiator nimbly darts inside and _ wen. 
ously proceeds to eat-out his t« igue. 
Here is the sea’s gruesome vers n of 


David and Goliath! 


The shark’s weapons? We mig ¢ list 
them in this order; skin, tail, spee' and 
— most potent of all — his mout : full 
of glistening razor-sharp daggers. His 
skin is tough as an envelope of c: ment 
strewn with steel shavings, covered as it 
is with small conical and scale-like enti- 
cles. The only bone substance i. the 
shark can be found in his skin, his single 
skeleton being built up of cartilag: 


This sharp barnacled skin makes a 
very effective weapon indeed when (rawn 
against an enemy’s body at top siiark- 
speed, sort of a monstrous flying file. A 
meager, rubbery skeleton coupled with 
an enormous flapping oar of a tail. plus 
fins for balancing, enable him to cut 
through the water with enviable elasticity 
and maximum economy of energy. As 
for his teeth, they are unquestionably the 
most formidable and naturally sharp set 
of knives ever evolved by a living crea- 
ture. And just in case one of them should 
be lost or broken, he carries an extra- 
matching tooth in reserve. 

One of the strangest peculiarities a!out 
the shark is in connection with his gristly 
choppers. Preferring to swallow his {ood 
whole, intact and undamaged, he only 
employs his mouth full of swords and 
knives when the victim gives signs of 
wriggling free or if he is too large to 
gulp in a lump. He uses his teet!: as 
grapplers and hooks, rarely as culters. 
You can be sure that as long as there is 
a gulpable meal in the vicinity you’ | be 
second choice on the shark’s menu. his 








geculia 
val sha 





win a 
jsh, a 
ith th 
Reva 
mg an 
ingle | 
this is 
{ the 
acee Is 
that set 
ad |t 
posit 
equi} Y 
f th 
daug it 
an aclr 


an ict 


fallib‘e 
our cl 


Th 5 
nen pl 
ng tri 
ast ce 
Haw a 
ther n 
heir 1 
satural 
vith ne 
ssa t 
ogal iv 

Whe 
ight o 
ecame 
hese o 
wolitics 
any Yé 
dando 
age O 
vealed 
ered 
en W 
verted 


Pearl | 
If yc 


n an 
if you 
have a 
if ther 
Scape 
hat ni 
men! ed 
are the 
becaus 
resis tan 
h tf 
re no 
pertain 
the me 


shark | 






















Inger 


a Tauna 
tomach. 


i. yards 


} 9 seg. 
Ly 1 the 
e tually 
> ea is 
le ‘ator 
; harks 
and 

a 
mM = sev- 
n dog. 
it »pens 
De the 
1 aven- 
ti igue, 
‘sion of 
icf list 
ee and 
ul : full 
rs. His 
c: ment 
ed as it 
e enti- 
ii: the 
is single 

ee 
lakes a 
1 drawn 
. shark- 
file. A 
ed with 
ui! plus 
to cut 
lasticity 
rey. As 
ably the 
lary set 
We crea: 
. should 
1 extra 
2s about 
; cristly 
his ood 
he only 
‘ds and 
igns of 
arge to 
eeti: as 
cul ters. 
there is 
ou’ | be 
1u. [his 


culiarity explains why in certain tropi- 
4] shark infested waters that also con- 
yin « rich source of reasonably large 
ish, natives swim virtually side by side 
vith the shark unafraid and unmolested. 
Revarding your chances of vanquish- 
ng enything over three feet of shark 
ingle handed except for the nurse shark 
this is the so-called “movie shark’). One 
{the few 


acee ls the size of the average man 


sharks — his average size 
hat seems completely harmless it is his 
ad |.t to be cast as the “savage villain” 
ppo-ite the big brave movie hero who, 
quipped with knife and the knowledge 
{th shark’s bashful nature, virtually 
daug iters it to the “uhhs and ahhs” of 
m almiring ignorant audience. You 
an ictually swim up to a nurse shark 
and kick it 


fo \our 


without eliciting harm 
Try it 


but remember that there are no in- 


person. sometime 


allib'e rules regarding shark-behavior. ) 


our chances are slim. 


There are few recorded instances of 
nen pitted singly against sharks emerg- 
ng triumphant. True as recently as the 
at century there existed the famous 
lawaiin Shark Pen in which kings and 
ther native rovalty to retain and prove 
heir right to peerage would enter this 
watural aquatic amphitheater and. armed 
vith nothing save a shark’s tooth. would 
sa) to save their necks and royal pre- 
“ogalives. 

Whether the natives grew bored of the 
‘ight of blood or whether they merely 
came weary of the confusion that 
hese outdoor games unleashed on their 
olitics has never been ascertained. at 
my rate, shark-wrestling was at last 
andoned. The shark pen, a natural 
age of rocks that the natives at once 
valed whenever a good specimen wan- 
ered in, was still preserved and to be 
ven when our navy moved in and con- 
erted it into part of what we now call 
Pearl Harbor. 


If you should happen to meet a shark 

nan apparently aggressive mood and 
f you happen to be so fortunate as to 
tave a knife or a speargun handy — and 
if there is no evident opportunity of 
‘scayye — your chances of sitting home 
hat night before your TV will be aug- 
mented if you remember that the gills 
ie the best place to aim your weapon 
vecause of his exceedingly tough and 
sistant skin. 

l conclusion, remember that there 
tre no such things as infallible rules ap- 
jertxining to shark-behavior and that 
he most felicitous form for greeting a 
hark is with a brisk adieu. >=» 





~wowuww 


Dive Throughout The Year 


with an 


EDCO 


The Original 
Foam Neoprene Suit 


SOFT, WARM, COMFORTABLE 


For Men and Women 
From $35.00 to $99.00 


Available at Your Dealers 
or write 





NGINEERING 
EVELOPMENT 
ORPORATION 





Oo0OT0m 


305 american trust company bldg. 
berkeley 4 - california 


















David M. Owen, Chief Diver 
Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution 


Woods Hole, Massachusetts 
and author of 
“A Manual for Free-Divers” 
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..eA GOOD AIR SUPPLY?’ 


™ Cyneliilb 
COMPRESSOR 


1S DESIGNED FOR 
SKIN DIVERS... 


When it comes to an air supply be 
absolutely certain yours is pure, fresh 
and clean... 
compressed air. 

You can take it with you! When you 
own a Cornelius portable air compres- 
sor, diving activities need not be 
limited by your air supply. 






thee 








AIR 


make sure it’s Cornelius 








NEW Model 130R1500 weighs only 
38 pounds, pressures to 3000 PSI. 
Capacity 1% CFM free air. 


Ask your dealer for a demonstration. 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


THE CORNELIUS COMPANY 


550 - 39th Avenue N. E. 
Minneapolis 21, Minnesota 
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Lets Have FACTS -- 
Not Fiction 


By GEORGE SATNESS 


In the February issue of True Maga- 
zine is an article written by Mr. Phillip 
Wylie, wherein he states “I am con- 
vinced that the spearman, the night prog- 
ger, and particularly the skin diver can, 
if they hunt without restraint or sense, 
completely destroy the fish life in a vast 
area. There are ‘outside’ reefs along 
the keys where, within my memory, 
Groupers were as abundant as Bluegills 
in farm ponds, barracudas lay over the 
rocks like cordwood, and amberjacks 
would swarm from holes by the dozens. 
But now. principally to skin 
divers—a day’s trolling may not produce 
a fish and a day of underwater swimming 
will reveal very few of adult size... .” 


owing 


Let me set the record straight as best 
I can by stating only irrefutable facts: 
the authorities in Marine Science have 


found out the following facts which | 
will set below: 


1: It has been scientifically proven 
that the entire fish population has 
been moving steadily northward 
for one very good reason: the 
warming up of the seas. (Fact. not 
fiction. ) 


bho 


In areas where there is no skin 
diving, the fishing communities are 
finding little or no catches. (Fact. 
not fiction. ) 


3: Northern ports which have been 
icebound, normally, are reporting 
relatively ice free conditions and 
abounding with food fish. (This is 
also fact, not fiction. ) 


The fraternity or brotherhood of skin 
divers have been maligned and the facts 


concerning the diving activity have been 
so often twisted and retwisted into an 
unrecognizable mess for the genera! pub- 
lic to mentally digest that it is no wonder 
that the actual and true picture has been 
one of a jigsaw puzzle nature. 


Let me set the records straight the 
skin diver is here to stay the sare as 
the helicop, auto and jet. Lets fa e it, 
some of the best heads are engag | in 
underwater activity, simply becau- . to 
use an example, it facilitates thei ac- 
tivity. For example, a marine © olo- 
gist uses the gear for it enlarge his 
scope of activity and his usefulness The 
underwater photographer uses the ear 
for the same reason. There are « few 
that abuse the environ open to | \em, 
it is true, the same as in every - ngle 
activity where people are involve: but 
does this mean that we all have to >ear 
the guilt of a very few? 


I believe that the time has come hen 
each and every one who is inter sted 
in the furthering of this sport an: ae- 
tivity will have to assert himself her- 
self most vigorously in order the no 
more of this misleading and mis: pre- 
senting of the facts be allowed to p. son 
the minds of those people who ar de- 
sirous of learning the true facts an: not 
just so much rot. > 





Thermocline suits, by Dive N’ Surf. 





Chief Diver Ted Davis at Marineland of 
the Pacific wearing one of the finest 


THERMOCLINE 


Chief Davis says, ‘“This suit has been in constant use for fifteen months and is still 


in excellent condition. 


Veteran divers all agree THERMOCLINE neoprene exposure suits, designed and 
manufactured by DIVE N’ SURF, are unequalled in quality, workmanship, materials 
Now available in colors: Marine Green, Golden Yellow, Fire Red, and 


and design 
Bat Ray Black. 


FULL SUITS 


$59.50 


Dealer Inquiries Invited 


Here at Marineland we must have the best equipment to 
meet with long hours of underwater work. The Thermocline suits are used exclusively 
by all our divers to meet these high standards.’ 


‘ 


FULL SUIT KITS 


$99.50 





We carry a complete line of skin diving and surfing equipment, MASKS, GUNS, FINS, AQUA-LUNGS, AIR-MATS, SURF- 
BOARDS, EXPOSURE SUITS, WEIGHTS, POWERHEADS, SNORKEL TUBES, etc. 





DIVE N’ SURF 





223 Hermosa Avenue (on the Seawall) 
FRontier 9-1473—ORchard 8-2736 


HOURS: Monday, Thursday, 9 a.m.-6 p.m. — Friday, 9 a.m.-10 p.m. — Saturday, Sunday, 8 a.m.-6 p.m. 


Redondo Beach, California 
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7) RICHARDS ”... NEW york's LARGEST SPEARFISHING CENTER 


S| — PRE-TESTS all Equipment for SAFETY and DURABILITY! 


All skin diving products are quality checked and carefully tested by our staff of experts under 
actual oceanic conditions from aboard our 31 foot cruiser before authorized for sale. 


Skin Diver's Corner... NEW ITEMS st 


fa:e it, ONE YEAR GUARANTEE ON ALL 
22° d in O- OUR EQUIPMENT! 






























































us. to We are the authorized Eastern Aqualung re- Monthly spec 
% a. por depot. 
a ANOTHER FIRST! 
< Our expert diver gives you a free, private, one 
—* his hour lesson at the Hotel St. George swimming 
ss The pool with the purchase of any diving lung. 
ne “ear COMPLETE SELECTION! 
few We have the largest selection of diving equip- - 
om ment... GUARANTEED .. . and available at NEW 1956 JANTZEN SPEAR- 
r modest prices. Postage Prepaid in U.S. FISHERMAN .. . The zip-off 
— trunks tested and approved by 
rec but MONTHLY SPECIALS — 30 experts. Long lasting with NEW 1956 AQUALUNG REGU- 
to ear ibe elastic waist. Red, Navy, Tan. LATORS . . . Unbreakable fibre 
: vi Sizes 28-40 _ ae same famous aqua- 
ung pertormance 
RES-O-PAK Chrome Housing 
ie Pr ~ Automatic Reserve Valve $14.95 
fer ste cond oF 
‘ aa FROGMAN T-SHIRTS .. . 4 col- The Latest Editions to Our Com- 
aI{ ored emblem on Heavy Weight plete Skin Diving Library. 
= quality White T-Shirt. MEN & SHARKS by Dr. Hans 
h no i S,M,L $1.25 Hass .. . latest thriller... .$3.95 
is! pre- Cititinn stan 4-12 $1.00 STERLING SILVER “FROGMAN” SKIN DIVER’S LOG... $1.75 
p: son TIE CLASP. Beautifully detailed DIVE by Rick Carrier... a com- 
SQUALE SPECIAL . . . “BEGIN WITH THE BEST” RICHARDS’ DESIGNED GANTNER $3.95 | plete text book 
ac NOW “WRAP AROUND” TRUNKS feo- 
an: not xy 95 turing two “Quick Exit” singers. AIR STATION OPEN ‘TIL 10 PM. DAILY pial 
: n ; 
em SET a ack end Witte. RICHARDS AQUALUNG CENTER NEW YORK 36, N. Y. 
izes: S, M, 
VALUE _$11.95 Counselors and outfitters for world-wide underseas expeditions. 
e 
“ A GLIMPSE OF HEAVEN 
- Beneath the surface of lakes, 
ponds, and oceans lies another 
world, unknown to many. Even the 
il! smallest, most homely pool has un- 
to earthly scenery below. Schools of 
ly fish move'across the watery plains, 
looking like a desert caravan. 
' Patches of moss appear as beauti- 
rn ful shrubs in many vivid hues. 
a Vany man-made objects lie on the 
id : 





“Crow”? Townsend pulling a speared grouper out of a cave 50 feet down at Isla Grande, 
off the Atlantic coast of Panama. Original 35mm Kodachrome slide. Photo by Tony Mann. 





bottom, as a link between this si- 
lent world and the one above. This 
is a miniature earth, unspoiled by 
the markings of man. You glide 
with effortless ease over forests of 
moss and other growths, over the 
edge of a jagged cliff and hang 
suspended in space. Fish noncha- 
lantly eye you, then accept you as 
a part of their realm. The silence 
hangs so heavy that you can de- 
tect the faint beating of your heart. 
Peace is everywhere. There in the 
solitude you breathe a silent pray- 
er of thanks for having caught a 
glimpse of heaven. 


Ro anp H. Kine, Jr. 


Newport, New Jersey 
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PORTS 


Sporty 

got mad 
because he 
didn’t have 


aname. He 





left for France 


in his new 





divers supply 


NLIMITED 


Only the 


Balboa originals, best in 
the nicest trunks and shirts Watersports 
he could find. Yes! He — 
bought them at Sports Unlimited. Pome 


6906 PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY PH. HARBOR 3798 NEWPORT BEACH, CALIF. 
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DIVERS! SAVE *15.20 on 


this famous “7 Seas” Suit 
ee a 


Never before such comfort, freedom and 
warmth ... never before such incredible 
value! KELLYS famed ‘‘7 SEAS” short suit is 
seamless LATEX, laboratory and ocean 
tested for more than three years. One-piece 
construction too, which means snug, water- 
tite fit, wonderful wearing qualities. No 
elbows, knees or seams to leak. Pop in or out 
of the ‘7 SEAS” latex short suit in less than 
40 seconds! One universal size fits every- 
body because “7 SEAS" tatex rubber is 
800% stretchable, 8 times more elastic than 
usual rubber skin diving suits. Now save 
more than 40% on this regular 

$34.95 short suit. 1975 


Hundreds of other skin diving values! 
Write for free illustrated catalog today. 


MARINE DIVING 
é AY SUPPLY DIVISION 


DISTRIBUTORS OF UNDERWATER DIVING EQUIPMENT - MARINE SUPPLIES 
TELEGRAPH AT TWENTY-FIFTH 


OAKLAND 12, CALIFORNIA 









DEEP DIVE RECORD 


(Continued from Page 15) 











































minutes after we left the boat, Husband 
Art, second safety man, left carrying a 
spare unit and met us at the 14°) foot 
level on our ascent. 

The first time that we checke: Bar. 
bara’s gauge it read 150 feet. The: e was 
absolutely no drop in the tempe vature 
of the water and it was still as cl-ar as 
gin. We could see the shot line «|I the 
way to the top and also the bott.m of 
the boats. Barbara was mentally ready 
for this dive for without a dou! t she 
was more at ease than I and sm ed at 
me reassuringly as if giving me cc rage, 

Next reading it was slightly pa 180. 
ft. and we were at the two hundre ! foot 
knot on the rope. Next readin the 
needle was past the 20-ft. mark 1 it’s 
second trip around. At this time | egan 
to get a feeling of intoxication—1 >t the 
high exhilerating feeling that hac been 
described to me by people in the know 
but more like that feeling one get after 
taking that drink following the ov» you 
should have stopped at. Here | ulled 
the lanyard with the slate and encil 
attached which Barb had under ly © belt 
and tied it to the shot line. Barb — .gned 
her name and we started up. 

The arrival at the 200 ft. kno was 
fine and I’m sure that we both fe ' bet- 
ter. Here we looked up and cou’! see 
Art. He looked as if he was dang!ing in 
suspended animation. A little closcr we 
gave him the “Okay” sign and he \ aved 
back. We then swam past him ard on 
up to the boat. Total time eight minutes 

back in the boat in eleven. 

Neither of us felt any different from 
that of any other dive. We figure: that 
we went down to 280 ft. plus. On getting 
back to the boat we found both photog- 
raphers ill so we didn’t get a chance to 
recap any underwater pictures. On pull- 
ing up the shot line we found that the 
slate had slipped loose from it’s lanyard 
but the pencil and lanyard were still 
securely made fast. Nothing to do now 
but go in and have it measured. And 
that we did at the Hollywood City \ acht 
Basin by Harbor Master Nester Cramata. 
And there it was 270. | 

We of course expect to hear from 
those who doubt this deed. Some who 
will say the line didn’t go straight own 
—there are those who will say that 
rope shrinks when wet—however. tak: 
ing all into consideration, it’s stil! 270 
feet. Who can make it official—those who 
were there. And when asked—whai will 
you do if people don’t believe tha! you 
went down that deep Barbara Jacobs 
replied “If that happens by anyone who 
is important enough and serious en ugh. 
I'll be very happy to repeat it and to 


take that person along with me t 
270 foot level.” = 
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In the mouth of a sea urchin is a 

Leak-like structure activated by a beau- 

tiful set of bones. Removed whole. they 

SATNESS EXPANDS AGAIN! sadat 

: lovely intricate carved lan- 

‘ tern. Sometime. take a look at “Diogenes 
Lantern”. (from the “Seafarer” ) 


resemble a 


New larger quarters at 


and velocity considera- 
tions. it seems unlikely that many fish 
jump up water falls to spawn they 
most probably swim all the way straight 
up. always remaining in the sheet of 
water. (from the “Seafarer” ) 


DON’T BUY A WET SUIT! 


until you have seen the NEW 


“SEA SPORT” 


@ Made of thick, warm, foam Neoprene 
@ One or two piece with full zippers and hood 
© Custom cut to your size or stock sizes. 


$49.95 Ready Made $24.95 _ 


(Pre-cut-zippers installed. 
Instructions - Cement) 


° From energs 


3722 N. CICERO AVE. 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 











Boots 
$3.95 


Dry Suits and Kits and the most complete selection of 
Diving Equipment in Southern California 


Exclusively at the 


UNDERWATER Sports Shop 


5914 East 2nd Street Long Beach 3, Calif. 
HEmlock 3-7575 


“Ss 7am = 











SELMA SPORT SHOP » 


SELMA HEAVY DUTY SUIT KITS 


® Smooth on both sides for fast drying, 
prevention of skin irritation. 


® Superfine air cells for extra insulation. 


© Top quality heavy duty Foam 
Neoprene resists sun and oil. 


Prices from $9.95 to $22.50 


for full suit, including hood and socks. 


®@ Strong, extra stretchy material 
eliminates troublesome zippers. 


Send postcard for full information and free sample. 


10639 SOUTH HIGHWAY 99 
SELMA, CALIFORNIA 
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“L°EAU ET LA VIE SOUS-MARINE 
French Magazine for Spearfishermen and Skin Divers 


Write to: Roger Foucher-Creteau 
Bureau 16A 
1 La Haye Street 
Tangier (Morocco) 


Subscription for One Year: 
$2.00 (U.S.A.) 















L&C UNDERWATER 
EXPOSURE METER 


Complete 
direct reading 
underwater meter 
(no adjustments 
necessary ) 

For all still and 
motion picture 
cameras, good for 
all type films 
Complete in 
water tight case 
with attaching 
ring 


$29.95 
+ 


Available at your 
dealers or send for 
free literature 
Dealer and Jobber 
inquiries invited 


LA GRANGE & CANNING 
6363 Santa Monica Blvd. 
Hollywood 38 California 











LUNG DIVE WITH 
SAFETY AND CONVENIENCE 








CLEAR WATER from breathing hoses with 
MAR-MAC Non-Return Valves in your 
mouthpiece. Install in seconds without cut- 
ting hose! Only $3.00 





STOP FUMBLING WITH STRAPS. Get in and 
out of your lung harness in seconds with 
MAR-MAC Safe Dive Buckle. One hand 
operated emergency release! Only $1.65. 











All MAR-MAC accessories fully guaranteed 
Dealer inquiries invited 


TO MAR-MAC: Dept. SK-3. $s 
enclosed Ship following immediately, postpaid, with 
full instructions, under moneyback guarantee: 
_____Se-Air Gauge, complete, $24.95 

(See SeAir ad in this issue) 
Non-Return Valve Set, $3.00 
Safe Dive Buckle for 1’’ webbing—2—21/," 
webbing. Either size, $1.65. 








NAME == 





ABDRESS_ 












MAR-MAC INDUSTRIES 


1453 REVERE AVE., HAYWARD, CALIF. 
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Connecticut .. . 
ASSOCIATED SKIN DIVERS 
By Bob Richman 

In chilly New England and_ nearly 
forty miles from the nearest salt water, 
Hartford doesn’t sound like a spearfishing 
paradise. But despite this lack of ideal 
natural facilities, we have an enthusiastic 
group of underwater devotees in_ this 
area. We are a well diversified group in- 
cluding depth divers, photographers and 
fishermen, veterans and beginners. The 
ladies, too, are well represented, we have 
several husband-and-wife teams. While 
some of our more rugged members dive 
all year round, our winter activities are 
generally confined to a training program 
in local indoor pools. 

Best underwater areas in the vicinity 
are along the eastern Connecticut and 
the Rhode Island shore lines. Fishing is 
fairly good (tautog, stripers, flats and an 
occasional shark,) and we have a few in- 
teresting wrecks to explore. Our summer 
program includes plans for many club 
excursions to salt water, >= 


New York... 

NEW YORK STATE UNDERWATER 
EXPLORING ASSOCIATION 

By Frank Paglianti 
The New York State Underwater Ex- 
ploring Association is exclusively for sen- 
sible lung divers who are out for many 
hours of diving fun with friends. Our 
main purpose is to educate our present 
members in new diving techniques and 
novice divers about the proper use of 





all types of compressed air S.C.U.B.A. 

A trip to Florida, week-end trips to 
Block Island by boat, and a_ Starfish 
Massacree are some of our many activ- 
ities planned for the coming season. Rub- 
ber suits and all it’s too cold to dive now, 
but the ball will be rolling by April. 

Many thanks to Richards Sporting 
Goods Store in N.Y.C. for their coopera- 
tion in rigging our boys with fine equip- 
ment. >= 
On the Pacific... 

DEEP SEA WANDERERS 
By Bob Bourgault 

With our long awaited trip to Hawaii 
nearing its realization, we've spent this 
past week putting the finishing touches 
on our equipment. A feeling of hopeful 
anticipation prevailed throughout these 
preparations, as the “kamaaina” amongst 
us have been spinning many tales of 
what to expect yo our six weeks in 
Island waters. 

This past month proved enlightening, 
as its weekends were spent concluding 
a series of experiments on the execution 
of free ascents from various depths in 
the popular La Jollan waters. As a result 
of these, our present safety program was 
found to be inadequate in it’s coverage, 
and a rectified version is being put into 
effect soon. > 


California... 
AQUA KNIGHTS 
By Peter Jefls 
It seems Santa Claus has a soft spot 
in his heart for skin divers, as he left 





rubber suits at four of our member's 
houses. This will be a great help in start. 
ing the Aqua Knights off on the right 
fin for 1956. 

In the last two months, our club has 
doubled in size and activity. On a recent 
trip, several two and three pound fish 
were taken as well as a few five and six 
pounders. 

Our club operates in the San Cabrie] 
Valley, particularly Alhambra, San Ga- 
briel, and Temple City. For infor nation 
on locations of our meetings, phowe ou 
president, Alan Brown ATlantic 6264 
or myself ATlantic 18310. > 
Illinois... 

CHICAGO AQUA VENTURE RS 

By Robe: Hill 

Well, mates, it looks like the C icago 
Aqua Venturers Club is slowly t rning 
into a Polar Bear Club. The latest mem- 
ber to shed his rubber suit is Fra: k Za- 
wadski. Moving pictures were ta en of 
Frank and the rest of the boys ov ow 
expedition to Flint Lake, Indian. . last 
week. 

Though Frank made his entranc © into 
the water with a flying jump, h:. exit 
was just as swift. To his surpris:, he 
found that Al Wanger had grabb: his 
blanket and was running across th« ic¢ 
Frank had no other choice but t) run 
three hundred yards over the ice, snow 
and rocks to Al’s cabin. Ed | erson 
claimed Frank had set a new. sprinting 
record. Everyone had a good Jauch ex- 
cept Frank. No sense of humor, | 
guess. "= 











We have just completed an excellent instruc- 
tional film on SCUBA diving. It is 20 minutes 
in length, color, 16mm, with music and 
narration explaining all the safety and 
instructional points for safe diving. The 
purchase price is $195.00. No rentals 
are available. This film is an ideal train- 
ing aid for lung classes and also shows 


exploring sequences. 


MOVIES UNDERWATER . 


INSTRUCTIONAL 


PHOTOGRAPHED OFF THE 
COAST OF YUCATAN BY 


Mel Fisher and Dr. Nelson Mathison 


beautiful fish, deadly but lovely coral and cave 


Send check or money orders to .. . 


($10.00 deposit on all C.0.D.’S) 





1911 So. Catalina Ave. 
Redondo Beach, Calif. 
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Montreal, Canada . 
UNDERWATER RESEARCH AND 
SPORTS ASSOCIATION 


By Guillaume Geoffrion 

There is an abundance of fish in the 
st, Lawrence river near Montreal and in 
gumerous lakes and rivers throughout the 
Province but spearfishing is best in swift 
yater and requires high swimming stand 
ds. 

At present the Association is promoting 
explo ations and research rather than 
pearlishing. This is in keeping with a 
golic. not to antagonize the anglers who 
rm a powerful lobby in the Province. 
in orler to minimize conflict, the Assoc 
ation has become a member of the Que- 
hee | ederation of Fish and Game Clubs 
nd ‘wo of the Association's members 
now constitute the Underwater Research 
Comittee of the Federation with the 
purpose of assisting government marine 
biolovists in their work. Over the long 
lerm we hope to promote the passage 
f far legislation on underwater fishing 
nd seek advice from other clubs in this 
onne ction. > 


California . . . 
EBBTIDERS 

In December our members had a won 
lerfiil party at the home of Neill and 
Bett) Wilson. There were about 42 in 
i] that joined in on the fun. Our last 
meeting in January was also a_teriffic 
success as we had as our guest, the one 
ind only Gustav Dalla Valle. He gave a 
very colorful talk on our favorite subiect, 
Skin Diving’. We hope to have him 
ack real soon. Jim Auxier and his wife, 
Charlie, accompanied Gustav and showed 
is some very interesting gear and_pic- 
tures. 

Don Gottschalk, our club trip. chair- 
nan, reports that many interesting trips 
re being planned to such places as 
Guaymas, San Nicholas, La Jolla, and 
Monterey. Sounds like a wonderful vear 
thead. o> , 


California .. . 
NEWPORT HARBOR SUB-MARINERS 
By Frank Galusha 
A film, “Snorkeling at Catalina,” fea- 
turing the “Protozoans”, junior members 
f the Newport Harbor Sub-Mariners, 
nd the “Reno II” skippered by Sub- 
Mariner Bob Barbre of Santa Ana, ap- 
peared on Walt Disney’s televised Mickey 
Mouse Club on January 25. 
Sub-Mariners Robert Clark, Bill Silzle, 
nd Barbre took the neophyte divers to 
Long Point, Catalina Island last July. A 
Disneyland photographer found room 
aboard the “Reno” and took films of the 
trip from start to finish. Highlights of 
the trip, including some excellent under 
water shots taken by Silzle, were used 
inthe TV film. 
At present, members are considering 
making a mass caravan trip to Punta 
Penasco, Mexico during the week of 
Spring vacation. Recent trips made to 
the Gulf town by club members have 





























Proven very successful with some large 
ish taken and many others seen. >* 


Illinois .. . 
CHICAGO SEAHORSES 
By Charles Hedlund 


Our club was started last summer in 
the minds of Charles Abell, our Presi 
dent, William Montello, and myself, the 
Activities Director, and inspired by Ray- 
mond Marcus, President of the Chicago 
Aqua Venturers. 

We are planning our first regular club 
outing for the first Sunday in) March. 
Chicago weather in March will separate 
the men from the boys. Judging, however, 
from the complete cooperation and in- 
stantaneous response from the members, 
I have no fears as to the success of this 
outing. >= 


Nevada . . 
DESERT DIVERS, INC. 

Plans for the Diver’s emergency rescue 
squad are going ahead rapidly. Its rules 
are being drawn up, and it is expected 
to be in operation by summer. It will be 
available for rescue and salvage work, 
and will stand by at the Tahoe boat 
races. The group will be on 24-hour call 
and will) consist of only experienced 
divers. 

The Divers went down in’ Pyramid 
Lake for sponges late last fall. Quite a 
few were found at about 80 feet. They 
are very small (about the size of a dime 
across), but otherwise resemble ocean 
sponges. Dr. Max De Laubenfels of Ore- 
gon State University classified them as 
true fresh water sponges. 
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SKIN DIVERS - 


here’s the 


Portable 
Compressor 
YOU'VE 
BEEN 
WAITING 
FOR! 







The new, high quality—”B 29” supplies pres- 
sure of 2,200 Ibs. per square inch ... filtered 
air, mountain fresh. 1.2 ft. per minute con- 
tinuous operation. 110-120 volts, 50-60 cycles. 
Now you can enjoy the most thrilling and 
exciting sport in the world at minimum cost. 
Complete, ready to use. 
The lowest priced GOOD com- $ ] 7 5 
pressor. Fully guaranteed, only 
(f.0.b., Cleveland, Ohio) 
Write for complete information 
DIVERS’ MFG. CO. 
No. 710, 11720 Edgewater Drive 

Lakewood 7, Ohio 








Wherever you dive . 
you'll want the comfort, freedom and su- 
perb quality of the new ‘“NAUTILUS” front 
entry suit 
cold coastal 
perature changes and prolonged 
submersion. 
molded no-seam latex. Simple, easy to get 
into ‘‘NAUTILUS” skinsuit fits perfectly 

keeps you warm and dry. Shipped to 
you prepaid with full money back warranty. 
Sizes: small, medium, large. 
Reg. $49.50 value. 


=> WOW! a QUALITY suit 
)~ EVERY DIVER CAN AFFORD 


. whenever you dive, 
Designed by a master diver for 
waters, extreme tem- 


Handcrafted of tough 


3988 











DEALERS — Write for full information on the 
new ‘‘NAUTILUS"’ skinsuit today! 








METRO-MARINE INC. 
Distributors of UNDERWATER DIVING EQUIPMENT, MARINE SUPPLIES 


TELEGRAPH AT TWENTY-FIFTH 


¢ OAKLAND 12, CALIF. 
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Just Published! 


_/ SHALLOW WATER DIVING 
and SPEARFISHING 


By Hilbert Schenck, Jr. and Henry Kendall 


A completely new book, with all the very 
latest information about equipment and 
techniques that have been developed in 
the last five years for: 


Helmet Diving—Mask Diving—Self- 

c ined Diving Equi and the 

porn Latest Spearfishing 
. Equipment and 

‘ Techniques. 

yy 

Y 

In addition to ready made equipment now avail- 

able, there are many practical hints on equip- 

ment you can make. 260 pages, Illustrated. At 

your bookstore or divers’ supply dealer or send 

$4.00 and we will ship it postpaid. 


CORNELL MARITIME PRESS, Cambridge, Maryland 








LYLE A. HOSKIN & SON 
WATER SPORTS EQUIPMENT 
Proudly announce their new 1956 Cata- 
log—32 pages two color. A _ veritable 


bonanza for the Skin Diving enthusiast. 
A must for every Skin Diver. 


Send 15¢ today to cover cost of mailing 
and handling. 


15¢ for Catalog is refundable upon first 
purchase. 


LYLE A. HOSKIN & SON 





Dept. C-56 
1220 W. Coast Highway 


Newport Beach, California 








FULLY /LLUSTRATED 
WITH EVERYTHING FROM AQUA- 
PENCIL TO POOR MAN'S SUBMARINE 
SK/S+3U/TS-BOOKS PREMIUM OFFERS 


SKIN DIVER’S CATALOG 


WRITE TODAY TO 
AQUAFUN - DAVENPORT 
/OWA 








CORNELIUS COMPRESSORS 
32-R-300 
Surplus - Used - Excellent 
$39.95 $60 
AQUA PRODUCTS 
2009 Monroe Street 
Toledo, Ohio 








JOIN BAHAMA CRUISE 


80 ft. Schooner Sails From Miami to Bimini, 
Berry Islands, Nassau, etc., for 10 wonderful 
days. Sail spearfish, tieasure hunt, in the 
world’s clearest waters. $100 covers ex- 
penses. Write — 


P. O. BOX 1051, MIAMI BEACH 39, FLA. 


FROGMEN — SKINDIVERS 


Membership is now open in the only non-profit international asso- 
ciation dedicated to the proper and safe advancement of the 

exciting new sport of skindiving. Each member re- 

selves a large colorful jacket patch, distinctive large 
2 decal for window or car, membership card and FREE 
ca periodic newsletters containing diving news; treasure 
© hunting, salvage, and spearfishing informa- 
















tion and many other items. Membership $1. 
| MAIL TODAY TO 


Ie INTERNATIONAL SKINDIVERS ASSN 


PO BOK 347 LOWELL, MASS 


H—SKIN DIVER 


Kentucky .. . 
MERMEN 
By Estill Lyons 

Thru the efforts of “Mermen”: William 
Fitzpatrick, Earl Harp, Estill Lyons, Or- 
ville Reynolds and Dr. John Ainslie spear- 
fishing for rough fish has been legalized 
by “The Department of Fish and Game” 
as a year-round activity in Kentucky. 

In 1954 we corresponded by letters, 
and had personal interviews with the 
Department trying to obtain permission 
to spear fish. The Commissioners granted 
one month, June, in 1955. 

Since this was inadequate, we en- 
deavored to impress upon the Commis- 
sioners the fact that we would be assist- 
ing the Department, by eliminating as 
many as possible of the rough fish (carp, 
gar, catfish, white perch) which are con- 
sidered undesirable, because they destroy 
the nesting habits of desirable fish. The 
department also was interested in the 
possible use of SCUBA divers in the fu- 
ture in certain experiments such as de- 
termining what fish inhabit certain depths 
of water. 

We extend our appreciation to Mr. 
Earl Wallace, Director, Mrs. Minor 
Clark, Asst. Director, and Mr. Cox, and 
the Commissioners of the Department 
of Fish and Game of Kentucky for the 
wonderful cooperation and considera- 
tion they extended to us. = 


California... 


SURF RAIDERS 
By Bob Tatge 

Last year’s Spring trip about 12 “Raid- 
ers” had a wonderful week at Guaymas. 
This year Jerry Collins has the job of 
dreaming up an equally good location 
and organizing the trip. 

During the Fall trip last vear 14 
“Raiders” hit La Paz, Ba‘a California, 
in October and helped themselves to the 
customary heaping dish of diving and 
loafing. Stan Mitchell is already scratch- 
ing his bald noggin in preparation for the 
‘56 fall tour. 

Four boat trips to the channel, islands 
are tentatively slated together with one 
big rouser of a beach party featuring 
“Cioppino a la Surf Raider”! >= 


California . . 
DELANO WETBACKS 
By Bennie Rose 
We have a few active members who 
will leave us shortly. Ray Bergstrom has 
decided to join the Navy, while Luigi 
Chiarappa, our past president is going 
to attend college in Davis, California for 
two years. Richard Diuri would like 
to follow in the steps of Ray and join 
the Navy when he gets out of High 
School this June, but he doesn’t want 
to miss diving during the summer 
months. Ed Shifferd is an active new 
member, he drives about 80 miles to 
attend our meetings. Another new mem- 
ber we are proud to have is Danial 
Boone. We have vet to see Davy Crock- 
ett skin dive. 








SKIN DIVING in the clear waters of the Ba- 
hamas and Caribbean, beautiful coral fs, 
plenty fish, treasure hunt in old wrect 
Vacation on the WHITE SWAN 
Diesel sailing schooner, roomy accomm. da- 
tions for 6-8 people. Boat equipped th 


three stage compressor for aqua lungs. F *tes 
reasonable. 


CAPT. E. A. FOSTER, JR. 
1427 N.W. 98 St. MIAMI, FLOR DA 








LEARN COMMERCIAL DIVING 
for pleasure or profit. Lung—Shallow W. ‘er— 
Deep sea. The only Deep Sea Diving Tr ining 
School now available for civilians in a 
Learn a specialized field of training. 13 «ceks 
course. Adventure, pleasure, exceptional «arn- 
ings. Write for information: 

AL MIKALOW, Director 

COASTAL SCHOOL OF DIVIN 

8111 McArthur Bivd. Oakland, <alif. 








AUTONOMOUS DIVING . = 
Every week-end at Catalina! 
. .. Sail on the fast, specially equippe« 
40 ft. cruiser 


“SEA DUCE” 


Supervised by “SCUBA EXPERT’ 
Leave Wilmington Saturday or Sunday by 
Reservation or Charter, 7:30 A.M. . : 
For further information ask for Sam at 
GRanite 7-0884 or Bill, EXbrook 9-0573 

















OWNERS OF ARGUS C-3 


Here’s the underwater 






camera case you've 
been waiting for. 
With the MARK II 
you can take ex- 
citing under- 
water photos. 


Presenting The 


SEAHAWK-MARK II 


underwater case for Argus C-3 


The MARK II is a precision-made cast aluminum 
housing. Has controls for film wind and lock, 
shutter release and cock. Port for flash. Guaran- 
teed to 150 feet. $59.95. Write for free brochure. 


SEAHAWK PRODUCTS 
Box 1157, Dept. 2, Coral Gables, Fla. 


SUIT YOURSELF 


RUBBER SUIT KITS 


SUIT YOURSELF AND SAVE $ $ 
HEAVY DUTY RUBBER 
DRY TYPE—HOOD—MOLDED BOOTS 


pe ni $2495 TWO-PIECE 


ENTRY 


Write for free brochure 
SUIT YOURSELF 


BOX 3423, DEPT. 5 
LONG BEACH 3, CALIF. 
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New York... 
LONG ISLAND DOLPHINS 
By Graham Sneidiker 





1956 has given us a new slate of of- 
wers and a bushel-basket full of new 
jeas and projects. 1955 has left with us 
ind memories—never to be forgotten- 
gd a wealth of experience gained. We 
yuld like to take this time to publicly 
jank our past President, Norman Schiff, 
yd the very able and competent officers, 
ra very succesful year. 

Several of our new projects that have 
en lated for 1956 are already under 
wavy. Among them are two under-ice 
jving trips, the first for safety and ex 
yrier. ce, and the second for Sports Illus 
ated magazine. Another is the buying 
{Scuba for the instruction of club mem 
es. We will continue with the organ 
jing and arranging of the East Coast 
nde: water Spearfishing Championships. 
ur general skin diving course was com- 
lketec in January and the third Scuba 
urs’ for Dolphins is now beginning. 
last, out not least, our skin divers safety 
urs will be covered by the Chevrolet 
aga‘ine “Friends.” 


Michigan... 
CORAL COMBERS 

By Herman Jeroue 
Some of the other activities of the 
ub have been going swimming in the 
cal pool and passing our qualifications. 
{there is any member from some club 
wound the Midland, Michigan area on 
Wednesday night we would be glad 
hive them stop in for one of ow 
wetings. Meetings are held every 
Vednesday night in the new Community 
enter. We would also like to hear from 





ome of the other clubs or skin divers 
ho don’t belong to clubs. Herman Jer- 
i, c/o Coral Combers, 3620 Dart 
outh Ct., Midland, Michigan. = 


(alifornia ... 


AQUA ADDICTS 
By Dolores Wood 
In spite of the winter waters of Morro 
lay which sometimes have the visibility 
{ coffee with cream, we have kept up 
iterest in diving, acquired new members 
od a “Neptune”, a trophy to be kept 











tthe end of the year by the diver with 
he largest single fish caught at club 
lives. Jimmy Fuller was the first holder 
tthe trophy. Don Wood is the current 
holder. 

Our club was invited to participate in 
Morro Bay’s “Dig out the Bay Day” an 
fort on the part of the citizens of Morro 
Bay to call attention to the need for 
edging of the Bay and repair of the 
reakwater. The turnout for the occasion 
vas surprisingly large considering the 
lact that almost as much water as is in 
the bay was pouring from the sky on 
he participants. Our members who wore 
uber suits in the parade were probably 
the only people who went home dry. It 
vas announced a few days after “D” 
lay that appropriations have been made 
lor the necessary repairs to the harbor 
nd breakwater. = 








RECOMPRESSION CHAMBER 


Scientific Underwater Research Enterprises 
1740 Westridge Rd. Los Angeles 49, Calif. 
Phone — GR. 2-3253 


For diver and equipment up to 500 feet in depth 
Completely equipped including trailer for easy transfer 
Write for complete information and literature 








For diver and equipment 
to 500 feet in depth 








PESCASPORT 


(Italian Spearfishing Magazine) 
GUSTAV DALLA VALLE 


One Year Subscription — $5.00 vo , 
Manuscripts and photographs from the . oe 
U. S. and Canada welcomed Lynwood, Calif. 


American Representative 











In the Heart of 
the Florida Keys 


BARTELT BROS. 
Florida Skin Divers Hdqs., Inc. 
at the 
seahorse motel, Marathon, Florida 
AS FEATURED IN SATURDAY EVENING POST 










Complete line of diving equipment for sale and rental — compressed air — 
instructions — guiding — special discount on air to Guests staying at our Motel. 


AQUA-LUNG Regulators 


Limited Supply $39.00 


Used and Approved by the U.S. Navy 
We Carry All Makes & Styles of Rubber Suits! 








$ 19.95 
$245.00 


AQUA SHOP _ riviera vittace 


1911 So. Catalina Ave., Redondo Beach, Calif. Phone: FR. 5-6714 


TIME PAYMENT 
NO INTEREST 


2 Piece Suit 





Constant Volume Suit 


MEL’S 
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FOR ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE suin diver | | 
NYE Flipper Cuff Links Tie Tack PANY 
£125) $8.00 : $5.00 = = 
HiS LORDSHIP PRODUCTS CO. . 116 Nassau St., New York 38, N. Y. 
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TAKE ACTION 
PICTURES 


with the SAMPSON 
Gun and Safety 
Powerhead mount- 
ed on camera box, 
with built-in light- 
meter. 


THE 
SAMPSON 


PROFESSIONAL 
UNDERWATER 
CAMERA BOXES 
Designed for the Bell & 
Howell 16 & 35 MM 
100’ roll cameras. 


Elgeet 1.5 wide angle 
lenses available. 





BELL & HOWELL cameras available with UW cases 
1604 Newport Blvd. 


SAMPSON MACHINE WORKS — “Costa Mesa, calif 


Write for prices and information 








© LOOK! Hi Dives. 


AMATEUR and PROFESSIONAL 


COMPLETE KIT WET SUIT KIT — Complete with all ma- 
terials and instructions to make an insu- 

JUST $24.95 lated foam neoprene full suit with hood and 
seven zippers. Reinforced seams. Custom- 

F.0.B. made to you. Fast on and off. Tough and 


durable. Dries in minutes. Choice of full 
jacket zipper or half jacket zipper as illus- 
trated. Kits come in black. Please send these 
measurements when ordering: Height, chest 
waist, thigh, middle of neck to wrist, bicep, 
crotch to floor. Send check or money order, 
for $24.95, to SEAL LIFE. No C.O.D. 


1901 Pacific Coast Hwy., Lomita, Calif. 
DA. 66663 
(Along P.V. Hills) 











KEEP A PERMANENT RECORD! 
EACH PAGE HAS CHECK-OFF 
LISTS COVERING WEATHER 
AND WATER CONDITIONS, 
GENERAL OBSERVATIONS, 
SCUBA, AND MORE. PLENTY 
OF ROOM FOR COMMENTS 
AND/OR PHOTOS. THE REC- 
ORD YOU KEEP IN YOUR SKIN 
DIVER’S LOG IS THE KEY TO 
BETTER DIVING. 


Price $1.75, Postpaid 
SPEARFISHING SUPPLY CO. 


87-10 92nd St. 
Woodhaven 26, New York 














The SKIN DIVER Magazine 
Box 128 
Lynwood, California 


subscription Blank 


l-yr. $3 2-yr. $5 5-yr. $29 


I enclose $ _ for - years subscription. 


[ ] New 


[ |] Renew 
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Wisconsin... 
AQUATIC BADGERS 

(Formerly the Milwaukee Downtown 

Y.M.C.A. Skin Diving Club) 
By Lee E. Gleason 

Please note our official name _ aboy 
which was selected at our January 2 
meeting. Our Vice President Dick Ker, 
man suggested the name, and _ being ; 
very accomplished artist Dick has «lrawy 
an emblem of a Badger wearing « fac 
mask and fins superimposed upon th 
Y.M.C.A. emblem, a triangle. The wor 
Badgers denoting the coed nature of ow 
club and also pointing out the fact that 
we are Wisconsinites. 

First Class Petty Officer Wilson Bud 
Bane, a native Milwaukeean, is workin 
with Larry Bethe on our skin civin 
classes. Bud is a terriffic asset as | ¢ ha 
had ten years diving experience with th 
Navy with wartime action include:!. H 
was an instructor in Navy U.D.'. fo 
eight years. We all feel proud tha! Bu 
and his wife Pat are on board wit) ou 
club. 

On February 17 the Aquatic Ba:lger 
will become a chartered member c+ th 
National Young Adult Council of *. M 
C. A.s. If anyone has any questio: s o1 
organizing Skin Diving clubs in you 
local Y.M.C.A.s, please feel free to con 
tact me. Address your letters to me a 
3025 North 19th Street, Milwaukee 6 
Wisconsin. 


Michigan... 

DETROIT SKIN DIVING CLUB 

Perhaps others throughout the countn 
may be interested in hearing how thé 
Northeastern Branch (there are 13 
branches in Detroit) of the YMCA i 
constructively stimulating interest  an¢ 
participation in scuba and skin diving. 

Charles W. Swineford, Director 6 
Physical Education for the “Y” and E. \ 
Radke, Private Scuba Instructor and 


President of the Detroit Skin Diving 


Club, plan the publicity and organi? 
the classes with a maximum limit of 1. 
students per class for eight consecutivg 
weeks. There are 4 classes during th¢ 
fall-winter-spring period. “Y” member 
pay $10.00 and non-members $13.0 
with the money being placed in a stand 
ing fund (Ed Radke donates all his tim 
and instructions gratis). From this fund 
scuba equipment is bought and = main 
tained for the classes with Elmer Spence 
and Bill Chapman, well-known around 
the country as sportsmen, scuba diver 
and pilots, supplying all tank refills trot 
their own compressor free of charge. 

We are planning a campaign to pro 
pose changes in the state legislation t 
allow spearfishing in the Great Lake 
as well as the 11,000 inland lakes in ou 
“Water Wonderland”, State of Michigan 
We hope to enlist the aid and coopera 
tion of every skin diver and club i 
Michigan. 

If any readers have information tha 
can be of help in persuading our Legis 
lature and Conservation Department. wé 
would appreciate receiving it at Detroi 
Skin Divers Club, 1828 N. Rosevere 
Dearborn, Michigan. >= 
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IN HAWAII IT’S 


2401 Kalakaua, Honolulu 
Surf Arcade Bldg. 


VAL’S aqua sports 


Phone 91057 











For Skin & Scuba Diving 
SPORTLAND 


406 South Lake 


Certified Air 
Oper Mon. & Fri. Till 9:30 


Pasadena, California 


SY. 6-6505 











Interested In High Pressure Air! 
DO YOU KNOW HOW? 

To operate a 3-stage compressor. To fill 

cyinders. To build oil-moisture removing 

equipment. To build chemical filter for 

breathing quality air. Most complete infor- 

mation available on this subject. Price com- 

plete with 3 sets of plans $5.00 cash or 

money order. 

THOMAS J. a ag 


Bex 181 ey West, Floriida 











DETROITERS 


See us at the Sport-Show or after the show 
at the store with—The Blue-Window 
16015 E. 8 Mile Rd., 

Halfway between Kelly Rd. & Gratiot, 
ast Detroit, Michigan 


AQUA SPORT DIVERS 


PR. 5-0274 
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Due To An Unprecedented Demand, We Are 
Offering Custom-Cut 


SUIT KITS @ $21.50 


The Kits are complete with all materials, in- 
structions and come with zippers installed. 
For details write to the—-SEA NYMPH CO., 
10771 Leffingwell Rd., Norwalk, California 
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*DEALERS* 
Send for your free copy of 
1956 Water Sports Catalog 
One of the most complete listings of lead- 
ing American and Foreign lines. 


D. L. DAVIS CO. 
3510 Manor Street 


Los Angeles 39 California 
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DO YOU HAVE AN AIR PROBLEM! 


Own a high pressure compressor. Fill cylin- 
ders to 2200 Ib. or more in 4 minutes. Re- 
liable equipment sold at lowest price by a 
Diver to others interested in this fascinating 
sport. Instructions furnished for setting up 
a safe, fast, refill plant. Write for details. 


THOMAS J. DOOLIN 
Key West, Florida 
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UNDERWATER PHOTOGRAPHY 


pays off, brochure tells how. 
Send 3c stamp, 
JERRY GREENBERG 
P.O. Box 1157, Dept. 2, 


Coral Gables Florida 














Massachusetts .. . 
CROW POINT SEA OTTERS 

The diving season has ended up here 
for ‘55 as the water is now a cool 32 F. 
It seldom reaches 70 F. but we and the 
fish don’t mind it (much). June, July and 
August are our best months for spear- 
fishing in Massachusetts for three rea- 
sons (1) the water is clearer and warmer, 
(2) the fish are more plentiful, and (3) 
in the winter small bays and inlets are 
frozen and open water is always prone 
to quick and violent storms. 

Early last March two skin divers 
drowned a few miles from here, un- 
attached divers with a faulty buddy sys- 
tem, that didn’t help the sport any. The 
state government tried to pass laws ban- 
ning the sale of all diving equipment, 
but due to the quick thinking and action 
of the Northeast Council of Skin Diving 
Clubs these laws were stopped before 
they got started. 

In Massachusetts it is illegal to take 
lobsters by hand and to spear Striped 
Bass. The council is trying to have these 
obsolete laws repealed but as yet the 
laws are still here and we’re still trying 
to get rid of them. = 
Puerto Rico... 

CARIBE DIVERS 
By Frank C. Funk 

The “Caribe Divers” organized six 
months ago as a skin diving club for the 
San Juan area. There are now eighteen 
active members having regular monthly 
meetings and regular club trips. 

Various members have spearfished in 
an area extending from the Turks Islands 
to the Virgin Islands in the past few 
months. The temperature of Puerto Rican 
waters allows year around diving with- 
out suits but our north coast is often too 
rough in the winter months. 

Grouper, snapper, hogfish, lobster, 
turtle, and barracuda are the more sought 
after game that we encounter. King- 
fish, amberjack, jack, and snook have 
also been taken. President Stevens holds 
the insular grouper record of the re- 
cently initiated Puerto Rico Spearfishing 
Records with a 45 pounder. Member 
Aumock’s 33 pound barracuda was best- 
ed by a 38 pounder from the Ponce club 
recently. >= 
Alabama ... 

MONTEREY SKIN DIVERS 
By Ben Dugger 

On January 22, 1956 the Highway Pa- 
trol called upon Lloyd Harris and Jerry 
Tolerson to dive for the bodies of two 
men. They had gone off a bridge south 
of here in a truck. 

The boys hurried to the scene of the 
accident. Lloyd did the diving and Jerry 
tended the lifeline. Within a minute and 
a half after submerging Lloyd had the 
first body on the bank. 

Lloyd then took the wrecker cable and 
attached it to the truck. When the truck 
was pulled up the driver was found in 
the cab. 

All our members are waiting and 
longing until “Dat ole Debble”, cold 
weather, has vanished from our lakes. 
We can then get in some decent diving 
around here, 


START ‘EM IN YOUNG!. 
Full Size, Light Weight 


Fits All Ages 
From 3 to 12! 


Not a toy! $ 
Kids love ‘em. 
Rugged, fit 
snugly and 


safely. Fully 
guaranteed. 


POST PAID! SPECIAL SALE PRICE’ 
BUY'EM FOR ALL THE KIDS 
YoU KNOW! 


Penn Sales, 1529 W. Olympic Blyd., L.A. 15 








42’ DIVING CRUISER 


MARAY 


Fully Equipped 
For SKIN DIVING and 
UNDERWATER PHOTOGRAPHY 


Compressor Now Aboard for 
UNLIMITED AIR REFILLS 


WINTER CHARTER RATE $85.00 
Owner-Skipper Mart Toggweiler 


Phone: Hemlock 49664 
400 Bolsa Ave., Seal Beach, Calif. 








THE 
Wrist Seal 


DESIGNED BY 
DICK FERG 
$5.95 
FOR CREATING A 
WATER-TIGHT SEAL 
BETWEEN RUBBER 
SUIT AND RUBBER 
GLOVES 
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87-10 92nd St. 
Woodhaven 21, N. Y. 














SEATTLE SKIN DIVING 
HEADQUARTERS 


Aqua-Lung, Divair, Scott & Northill 
Bel-Aqua, Carib, Seal, Pirelli and 
Wet Suits 
Certified Air Refills 
All Types Fins, Masks and Guns 
Complete Line of Accessories 


— 


Puget Sound Divers Co. 


2520 WESTLAKE AVE., NO. 
SEATTLE 9, WASHINGTON 
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Divers’ Bulletin Board 


RATE: Personal notices accepted only. No 





Commercials. 10c per word. Payment must 
accompany copy before closing date, first of 
month. 

WANTED: AQUA LUNG air comp. Any size, 
cash price, Box 7, Route 5, New Bern, No. 
Carolina. 


TRADE—Diamond ring or stamp collection 
for LUNG. Hazen Dental Lab., Los Angeles, 
California, TUcker 5369. 


ROBOT ROYAL, f 1.9, extras, 1956 German 
housing. All controls and flash port. Unused. 
Over $500.00 value. Only $345.00 com- 
plete. R. L. Johnson, 5 E. 219th St., Cleve- 
land 23, Ohio. 


WANTED: Underwater flash attachment & 
underwater light meter for the Robot camera, 
send information to Robert W. Mangini, 
1950 Donner Ave., San Francisco, California. 


WANTED by a skin diver—air compressor 
to fill diving cylinders. Write sending com- 
plete details to Wayne Owens, 1409 St. Joe 
Road, Berrien Springs, Michigan, ph. 4391. 


FOR SALE, DA-EJ AQUA-LUNG diving unit, 
has 2 stage regulator, 70 cu. ft. tank with 
constant reserve, also ‘‘Aqua-Lung”’ pressure 
gauge; in original cartons and like new 
$130.00. Voit custom swim-fins size med., 
large $5.00. Seafire spear-gun with extra 
spearhead, similar to standard ‘‘Arbalete,’’ 
used twice $10.50. Fred Heil, 1501 Lowell 
Avenue, Lima, Ohio. 


MANUFACTURERS REPRESENTATIVES: 
Manufacturer of quality underwater photo- 
graphic item wants live representatives. 
State territory, other lines carried, refer- 
ences. Write, PRECISION, c/o The Skin 
Diver, Box 128-X, Lynwood, California. 
DOUBLE CARTRIDGE CO. GUN for sale. 
Price $30.00. A big fish getter. Paul Hoss, 
12905 So. Butler, Compton, Calif. 


SPECIAL — Misc. equipment. Cressi Tor- 
pedine, $25. New Barracuda CO* gun, never 
in water, $45. Cressi Cernia, $20. Aqua-Lung 
regulator and two tanks, $75. Spearfisher- 
man “Shortie” suit, excellent condition, $20. 
R. Vanfleet, 7615 Happy St., Box 152, 
Hollydale, Calif. Phone ME. 3-1272. 


VACATION AND TRAVEL—Do you have 
a favorite underwater vacation spot. Early 
this year SKIN DIVER plans a “Vacation & 
TRAVEL” issue which will be devoted to this 
subject. To have a complete and thorough 
coverage of the best and most convenient 
locations we need proper directicns, prices, 
pictures, fish that can be expected, other 
game, air stations, distances, etc. We can’t 
all go to the far flung “’Paradise’’ for divers 
but we would like to try your favorite this 
year, Tell your underwater fellowship about 
it here, in the pages of your magazine. 


NEW CORNELIUS 32 R compressor, 2 H.P. 
110 volt AC, filter trap and safety valve, 
complete on steel base. $175.00. R. D. 
Garrett, 3471 Weidner Ave., Oceanside, N.Y. 


FOR SALE—1 brand new 1955 DivAir regu- 
lator, $49.00, 2 sets brand new gigante fins, 
$8.00. J. R. Hacklander, RFD No. 1, Janes- 
ville, Wis. 
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California . 
LOCKHEED SKIN DIVERS 
By Rita Brunson 

The coming of cold weather has not 
slowed the activities of our club. We 
have made frequent trips to Anacapa 
and have found the weather foggy most 
of the time, but diving is good. Lately 
we have been going for “bugs” and 
have been getting our limit. 

We have a yearly contest sponsored by 
Jerry Huth’s Skin Diving Store. Our 
club member, Kirk Robinson, won the 
trophy last year with a 18-lb. 3-0z. lob- 
ster. This vear he is ahead with a 15- 
pounder. 

Recently, seven of our members were 
honored by the presence of Audie Mur- 
phy on an outboard trip to Anacapa for 
the weekend. Besides having a wonderful 
time, they got 80 lobster. 

The big one that got away was a 150 
pound Black Sea Bass seen in very shal- 
low water at Anacapa. When first sighted, 
he was about 10 feet below the surface. 
One of our members went after him, 
but he moved along into deeper water 
and got away. 

California .. . 
GOLDEN GATE AQUA KNIGHTS 
By Robin Kinkead 

Typical winter diving day in these 
parts: scraped an unusual coating of frost 
off our windshields, headed 120 miles 
south to Carmel. Gathering of the clan 
on Mission Beach. Water temp. 50 de 
grees. No killer whales in sight. Sea lions 
also absent due to waters roiled by flood- 
swollen streams. Cabezone shy. Lots of 
plate-sized abs visible naturally, it’s the 
closed season. One of our boys, Jim 
Pol, has gone in for deep water lung 
exploration with some adventurous souls 
in the Pacific Grove Loonie Goonies who 
don’t feel good until they get to the 
200-foot level. 

No shark encounters reported for 
many months in Carmel waters, although 
sometimes we spot the fins of harmless 
basking sharks. One of our members ex- 
perimenting (with an interested nose 
doctor’s advice) on anti-histamines plus 
nose drops like neo-synephrine to clear 
the eustachian tubes for deeper free div- 
ing. No conclusive results to report yet. * 





FOR SALE—Two tank Aqua-Lung with single 
and double harness and belt, $150.00, Seal 
Suit long, never used, $25.00, 32-R-1501 
Cornelius portable compressor 6 C. F.M. 
$250.00. All in top shape. R. E. Bellows, Jr., 
Box W, Port St. Joe, Florida. 


DIVAIR REGULATOR & 55 cu. ft. tank 
$75.00; Aqua-Lung, 70 cu. ft. $90; 2 de- 
luxe Voit guns $17.50 each; 1 Cressi (100) 
spring gun $17.50; 1 Cressi Torpedine 
model B $24.00; 2 pairs Rondine Gi- 
gante Super-fins $9.00 each; 3 pair Voit 
AL $8.00 pair; 1 38 cu. ft. tank & K 
valve $15.00; 6 med. & large Dolphin suits 
$37.50 each; 3 Dolphin suits with dual seal 
hoods $47.50 each; 2 used Dolphin suits 
$17.50 & $20.00; Ingersol-Rand-3321 & 
attachments—perfect condition—ready to go 
—chemical & mechanical filter—J. W. Hal- 
lenbeck, Box 71. TO. 7-3479, Bellflower, 
California. 


New Jersey... 
UNDERWATER FISHERMEN OF 
NEW JERSEY 
By B. Bruno 

The Underwater Fishermen of New 
Jersey had their regular monthly ineet- 
ing at the Asbury Park Y.M.C.A. on Jan- 
uary 21, 1956. The Esso Standar! Oil 
film “Rendezvous on the Reef’ was 
shown. Also the Voit film “End the 
Line” through the courtesy of Richards 
of New York. John Brown, who re«enthy 
came back from Florida, showed some 
underwater films which were ve in- 
teresting. 

The club was invited to put on — pro- 
gram for the first aid squads of the sixth 
district, which met at the West “ssex 
first aid house on January 24, | 956, 
John Brown, Cal Smith, George © raig, 
Howard Rowland, John LaScals an: Bat 
tist Bruno attended. They gave a dem- 
onstration on underwater rescue and 
talked about the ever popular sp: rt of 
skin diving. We were welcomed very 
cordially. Howard Rowland, our ’resi- 
dent talked about underwater rescu. and 
safety, as he is well qualified havi: + ac- 
complished many rescues. ** 


California... 
GARIBALDIES OF S.G. V. 

It wasn’t long ago that the boy~ felt 
quite adventurous and decided «1 a 
trip to Mexico. San Felipe was the ‘:ari- 
baldies next diving spot. When arriving 
on a bright sunny day they founc. the 
water so murky that they could hardly 
see the end of their arbaletes. In search 
of better diving they journeyed across 
the peninsula only to find very rough 
water. 

The boys tried the California coast 
again at a supposedly “fished out” spot. 
It was in the vicinity of Laguna Beach 
to be exact. It was here that Dick Davis 
tallied with a good catch. Tim Palmer 
also chalked up by bringing a leopard 
shark back from a dive with him. Bill 
Leak scored also. 

This club has been represented it: the 
eliminations twice and is looking  for- 
ward to a third one, this year. = 





Tulsa Divers Club pulled this boat and 


motor from forty foot depths in Grand 


Lake, Oklahoma. The craft had burned 
and sunk about eight months before. Pic 
submitted by A. L. Yowell. 
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pee cylinders offer 5% More A/r Capacity 
7 956, . longer dives than competitive units! 
e raig (Increased from 2150 I.C.C. p.s.i. to 2250 
oe 1.C.C. p.s.i.) All are made of galvanized, chrome 
anc Bat molybdenum steel, equipped with the improved 
i den harness with extra-wide shoulder bands. The 
‘ ! variety of Tank Blocks offered fits every diver's 
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sp: rt of FJ2—Navy Type Double Tank Block: $145 
ed very EJ — Deluxe Single Tank Block with "J" 
ir ?resj- Navy Type Constant Reserve Valve: $80 
scu- and .= ER—Standard Tank Block with “R” Auto- 
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hve a Dependability. Ten years of operation without one ‘Separate sce illustea 
oe } casualty traced to mechanical failure. tion) $2.95 J” Constant Reserve Valve, U.S. 
si F X60H~ Mouth- oa Type ipoonene st 300 pan = 
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, onal , This year U.S. Divers offers —_ a = a sn all: Wbes steak die b teaeak, giant 
line built to the same exacting standards of perfection as > eae reserve of air. Manually operated by 
y rough & P plete) $9.95 easily accessible pull rod. 






the original “Aqua Lung”. Nine important refinements 
la Coast AGAIN make “Aqua Lung” the best SCUBA and the 
> Best Buy for 1956. 


a Beacl 





DA" Aqua Lung” Regulator: 


y Poet: s . $80.00. The famous two-stage 
A aa If you are a budget minded enthusiast, you can buy a Regulator, U. S$. Navy used and 
all 4 e ” : E” q : approved ...Ten years of fault- 
oomsaill “— Aqua Lung” unit with the brand-new DY Regulator ' less performance. 
3 iI] with fiberglass housing, “R’’ Automatic Reserve Valve ; re 
im. Bil 8& 8 : . DW Aqua Lung "Stream Air” Regulator: $65 
and the new Standard 2250 I.C.C. p-S-1. cylinder for only Navy chromed brass and stainless steel construction 


d in the 
ing tor- 


throughout. New advanced Cousteau-Gagnan pro- 


$110. 00 / cess. Featurcs ease and naturalness of breathing, 


air econo! 


a THE LEADER OF THE LINE DY Aqua Lu Air” Regulator: $45.00 
; Improve agnan process. Fiberglass 
IS SCUBA AT ITS FINEST! housing brass and stainless steel 

mechanis. hing, economizes air. 


The Standard Navy Unit. 


This type unit represents the equipment 

now used by the American, British, French 

and Canadian Navies. Assembly consists of 

the DA Two-Stage Regulator, FJ2 Double 

Tank Block with “J” Constant Reserve Valve 
. permits dives of 140 minutes duration. 


DA-F]2 Double Tank “Aqua Lung”, 
complete with Harness, $225.00 


W eight Belts are neces- 
sary to gain “neutral 
buoyancy’ for effortless 
motion underwater. 
New scientific design 
prevents weights from 
slipping onthe belt and 
from pinching body. 

M-LD 8 Lb. Lead 

Weight Belt:.$8.95 


M-CI 8 Lb. Cast Iron 
Weight Belt: $5.95 






FOR SAFETY’S SAKE.. 
Pressure in the cylinder 
must be checked before 
each dive. The '56 Pres- 
sure Gauge and all Filler 
Attachments are equip- 
ped with the new 
“*bleeder valve’’ which 





Cojety... Quality. Dependability 





oat and eultiee breaks che air pres- 
2 Grand sure and permits finger- 
burned tip removal after use. 
i, “p’ 
ore. Pic a ° P”’ Pressure Gauge 
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bd ys $11.6 
manufacturers of the famous aqua-iu rag r ath cht 


11201 West Pico Boulevard ¢ Los Angeles 64, California SCUBA 
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Underwater photo courtesy Park Breck Undersea Sports, Bermuda 
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WI a When you are deep in the water it’s a comfort 


ing feeling to know that your Scott Hydro-Pak 
has been engineered to function safely . . 

dependably. It gives you the confidence you 
need to enjoy this new sport to the fullest. 


And it adds to your pleasure to know that your 
Scott Hydro-Pak is built by a company that has 
manufactured hundreds of thousands of protec- 
tive demand breathing devices — more than any 
manufacturer in the world! It’s your guarantee 
that you have chosen the very best! 


For those who are not yet the proud owners of 
a Scott Hydro-Pak, we have prepared a booklet 
we would like to send you. Learn all the facts. 
Use the coupon below. 


Left: The Scott Hydro-Pak and harness assembly 
includes a light weight comfortable back 
plate of anodized aluminum. This back plate is 
fitted with a special safety clamp which permits 
changing cylinders quickly and easily without 
removing harness. 


a ee ee ee ee 
SCOTT AVIATION CORP. 


8301 Erie Street, Lancaster, N.Y. 


Please send me without charge a copy of the Scott Hydro-F 
Brochure. 


SCOTT AVIATION CORP. 


8301 ERIE STREET LANCASTER, N. Y. 


Canada: Safety Supply Co., Toronto —_ Branches in principal cities COREE EERE EERE EERE EEE EEE EEE EEE EEE EEE EE EEE EEE EEE EEEEE EE EEEEE EEE EE EEE E EE Oe 
Export: Southern Oxygen Co., 15 W. 57th St., New York 19, N.Y. 
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